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Enter 'Richard Duke of Gloucefler, folrn. 

O W is the winter of difcontent, 

Made glorious fommer by this Sonne of Yorkci 
And all the cloudes that lowr’d vpon our houfe. 
In the deepe bofomeof the Ocean buried. 

Now arc our browes bound with vidorious wreathes, 

Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments. 

Our fterne alarums chang’d to mcrric meetings, 
Ourdreadfull marches to delightfull plcafures* 
Grim-vifagde war, hath fmoothd his wrinckled front, 

And now in dead of mounting barbed fteedes. 

To fright thefoules offearefull aduerfarjts, 

He capers nimbly in a Ladies chamber. 

To thelafciuious fileafing ofalpue. 

But I that am notfharpeoffportiue trickes. 

Nor made to court an amorous looking Glade.* 

I that am rudely ftampt, and want ldues Maicftre, 

To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph; 

Ithat amcurtaild of this fairc proportion. 

Cheated offeature bydilfembling Nature, 

Deform’d, vnfinilht,fent before my time 
Into this brcathingworid halfemade vp. 

And that fo lamely and vnfaihionable, 

Thatdogs barkeatmeas I halt by them: 

Why I in this weake piping time of peace 
Haue no delight to palle away the time, 

V nlelTe tofpie my fhadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mine owne deformitie: 

And therefore fincc I cannot proue a louer, 

T o entertaine thele faire well fpoken daies, 
lam determined to proue avillaine. 

And hate the idle pleafuresof thefe daies.* 

Plots haue I laid, indudions dangerous, 

A * By 
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TheTragedie 

By drunken prophefics, libels and dreamcs, 

To fet my brother Clarence and the King, 

In deadly hate the one againft the other. 

And if King Edward be as true and iuft 
As I am fubtile, fatfe and trecherous ; 

This day Ihould Qarence clofely be mewd vp, 

About a Prophelie which iayes that G. 

Of Edwards hcircs the murtherer (hall be. 

Dme thoughts downe to my foule, Enter Clarence with 

Heeie Clarence comes, , 

Brotherhood daies>\vhat meanes this armed guard 
That waits vpon your grace? . . , 

Cla. His Maieftie tendering my perfons fatetie hath ap- 

i n. .kr. Tn«;pr. IDOinteO 



Glo. Vponwhatc aufe? 

Cla . Becaufe my name is Cjeorge, 

Glo. Alacke my Lord, that fault is none or yours. 
He fhouldfor that commit your good fathers: 

O belike his maieftie hath fome intent 
T hat you (hall be new chriftened in theTower, 

But what is the matter Clarence, may I know? 

Qa. Yea Richard when I doc know, for I protelt 
As yet I doe not, but as 1 can learne. 

He hearkens after prophefies and dreames, 

And from thecroltc-row pluckes the letter G. 

^nd fayes awiaard told him that by G, 

His ilfuedifinheritcd Ihould be, 

^nd for my name of Cjeorge begins with G, 

It follow es in his thought that I am he 5 
Thefe as I learne, and fuch like toyes as tbele, 
Hauemoued his Highnefteto commit me now. 

Glo, Why this it is when men are rulde by women, 
Tts notthe Kingthat fendsyou tothe Tower, 

My Lady Gray his wife, Clatence tis (he 
That tempts him to this extreamitie: 

Was it not (he and that good man of worfhip 
Anthony Woaduile her brother there. 

That made him fend Lord hjaflingsto the Tower, 
From whence this prefent day hers deliuercd ? 

VVe are not fafe Qarence^ are not fafe. 




of Richard the Third, 

Cla, By heauen 1 thinke there is no man fecur d 
But the Queenes kindred, and night-walking Heralds, 

That trudge betwixt the King and Miftretfe Shoare: 

Heard ye not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Hajhngs was to her for his deliuerie? 

Glo, Humble complayningto her Deitie, 

Got my Lord Chamberlainc hislibertic, 
lie telly ou what, Ithinke itisourwayy 
jf W e will keepe in fauour with the King, 

To be her men, and weare her liuerie, 

Theiealous ore-worne widdow and her felfe, 

Smcethat our brother dubd them Gentlewomen, 
Aremightiegoffips in this Monarchy, 

Sro. I befcec h your graces both to pardon me ? 

His maieftie hath ftraightlygiuen in charge. 

That no man (hall haue priuate conference, 

Ofwhat degree foeuer with his brother. 

Glo, Euen fo & pleafeyour worfhip Brekenbury, 

You may partake of any thing wefay: 

Wefpeake no treafon man, we fay the King 
Is wife and vertuous, and his noble Queene 
Well ftrooke in yeares, faire and not iealous, 

Wefay that Shores wife hath a prettie foote, 

A cherry lip, a bonny eye,a paffing pleating tongue: 

And that the Queenes kindred are made gentle folkes.- 

How fay you fir,can you deny all this ? ' 

Bro, With this (my Lord) my felfe haue nought to do. 

Naught to do with Miftrelfe Shore, 1 tell thee fellow. 
He that doth naughtwith her, exceptingone, 

Were beft he do it fecretly alone, 

Bro. What onfi my Lord? 

Glo , Her husband knauc,wouldft thou betray me? 

Bro. 1 befeech your Grace to pardon me, and withall fof- 
Your conference with the noble Duke. (bearc 

Cla. We know thy charge Broker, bury, and will obey. 

Glo * We are the Queenes /4bie<5ts and muft obey. 
Brother farewell,! will vnto the King, 

.^nd whatfoeueryou willimploy me in, 

Were it to call \{.in°Edwards widdow fitter, 

A 3 twill 



TbeTiagedic 

I will performed to infranchife you, 

Meanetime this deepe difgrace in brotherhood, 
Touches-me deeper then you can imagine. 

C/a. 1 know it pleafeth neither of vs well. 
gig. Well.your imprifonment fliall not be long. 

I will deliueryou, or lie for you, 

Meane time haue patience. 

Cla . I mud perforce, farewell. Exit £ { 4 . 

Glo> Go tread the path>thatthou (halt nere returnc, 
Simple pla ne Clarence, I do loue thee fo, ^ 

That Iwillftiortly fend thyfouleto heauen, 

If heauen will take the prefent at our hands; 

But w ho comes heere.the new deliuered Haftingsi 
Enter Lord Haftings. 

Haft. Good time of day vnro my gracious Lord. 

Glo . As much vnto my good Lord Chamberlaine: 
Well 2 reyou welcome to this openaire, 

How hath your Lordlhip brookt imprifonment? 

Haji . With patience(noble Lord) as prifoners mutt; 

But I fliall liu e my Lord to giue them thanks. 

That w ere the caufe of my imprifonment. 

Glo ♦ N o doubt, no doubt 3 and fo fhall Clarence too, 

For they that were your enemies, are his, 

And hauepreuaild as much on him as you. 

Haft. More pittiethat the Eagle fhould be mewed, 

While Kites and Buzzards prey at libertie. 

Glo . What newes abroad? 

Haft. No newes fo bad abroad, as this at home : 

The King is fickly.weake and melancholy, 

And hisPhifitions fcare him mightily. 

Glo. Now by St. P^wlthisnecwes is bad indeed. 

Oh he hath kept an euill dictlong. 

And ouerrnuchconfumed his Roy all perfon, 

Tis very grieuous to be thoughtvpon, 
What.isheinhisbedf 

Haft. Heis. . . 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you, Extttia} • 

He cannot liuc 1 hope, and muft not die 
Till George be packt with poft horfe vp to heauen, 

He in to vrge his hatred more to (flarence, Wltn 



of Richard the Third. 

With lyes well fteeld with weightie arguments, 

And if I faile not in my deepe intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to liue ; 

Which done, God take King Edward to hts mercy, 

And leaue the world for me to butlell in; 

For then lie marry Warwicks yongeft daughter. 

What though 1 kild her husband and her father, 

The readied way to make the wench amends, 

Is to become her husband and her father: 

The which will I, not all fo much for loue, 

As for another fecret clofe intent. 

By marrying her which I muft reach vnto. 

But yet I run before my horfe to Market; 

Clarence ftill breathes, Edward ft ill liues and raignes, 

When they are gone, then muft 1 count my gaines. extt. 

Enter Lady Anne, with the hearfe of Harry the 6. 

Lady Anne . Setdowne,fet downe your honorableTord, 
If honor may be fhrowded in a hearfe, 

Whileft I a while obfequioufly lament 
Thevntimely fall of vertuous Lane after. 

Poore key-cold figure of a holy King, 

Pale afhes of the houfe of Lane after. 

Thou bloodies remnant of that royall blood, 
Beitlawfullthat I inuocatethy Ghoft, 

To heare thelamentations of poore ^nne, 

Wifeto thy Edward, tothy flaughtered fonne, 

Stabd by the felfe fame hands that made thefe holes : 

Loe,in thofe windowes that let forth thy life, 

I pourcthe helpelclTe blame of my poore eyes; 

Cur ft be the hand that made the fatall holes, 

Curft be the heart, that had the heart to do it. 

More direfull hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes vs wretched by the death of thee ; 

Then I can wifti to Addcrs,Spiders,T oads, 

Or any creeping venomde thing that liues. 

If euer he hauechild, abortiue be it. 

Prodigious and vntimely brought to light; 

Whole vgly and vnnaturall afpeft 
May fright ^ hopefull mother at the view. 



ThcTragcdie 

If suer he haue wife, let her be mad: 

As miferable by the death of him. 

As I am made by my poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chertleymih your holy load 
Taken from Taules to be int erred there; 

And ftillasyouareawearie of the waight. 

Reft you whiles 1 lament Kmg Honries conk. 

Enter Glofler . 

(7/a. St ay you that beare the coarfe,and fet it downe. 

La. What blackeMagitianconiures vpthis fiend,. , 

To ftop deuoted charitable deeds ? 

Qlo, V illainejiet downe the coarfe,or by St.P anl, 

He make a coarfe of him that difobeyes. 

• Gen . Stand backe and let the Coffin patfe. 

Glo. V nmanner’d dog,ftand thou w hen 1 command) 
Aduance thy Halbert higher then my breft) 

/ Or by Saint TWjle ftnke thee to my foote, 

And fpurnevpon thee begger for thy boldnes. 

La. What do you tremble,are you all afraid? 

Alas, 1 blame you not for you are mortall, 

A nd mortall eycscannot endure the diuell. 

Auant thou fearefull mimfter of hell. 

Thou hadft but power ouer his mortall bodie. 

His foule thou can ft not haue, therefore be gone. 

Glo. Sweet Saint for charitic,be not locurft. 

La. Foule diuell for Gods fake hence & trouble?* not. 
For thou haft madethehappie earth thy hell: 

Fil’d it withcurlingcries anddeepe exclaimes. 

If thou delighwo view thy hainous deeds. 

Behold this pafterne ofthy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead Henries wounds, 

Open their congeal d mouths and bleed afrefh. 
Bluihjbullh, thoulumpe of foule deformitic. 

For tis thy prefence that exhales thisblood, 

From cold and emptie veynes where no blouddwcls. 
Thy deed inhumaine and vnnaturall, 

Prouokcs this deluge moftvnnaturall. 

Oh God,v\ hich this blood mad’ft,reucnge his death: 

Oh earth, which this bloud drink’ft,reuenge his death: 
Either heauen with lightning ftrikethemurtherer dead, 



of Richard the Third, 

Orcarth gape open wide, and eate him quicke, 

As thou didft fwallow vp this good Kings blood. 

Which his Hel-gouernd armc hath butchered, 

Glo. Lady, you know no rules ofcharitic, 
f^hich renders good for bad , blelfings for c urfes. 

La. Villanne, thou knowft no law of God, nor man : 
j4o beaft fo fierce, but knowes fome touch of pittie, 

Glo. But 1 know none,and therefore am ho beaft. 

La. Oh wonderfull when deuils tell the truth. 

Glo. More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry, 

1 Youchfafe dcuinc perfedion of a woman, 

Ofthefefuppofed euils to giuc meleaue, 

Bycircumftancc buttoacquite my felfe. 

La. vouchfafedefufed infedion of a man, 

Forthcfc kno.wne cuils,but to giue me leaue, 

By circumftance to curfe thy curfed felfe, 

Glo. Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient leifurc to excufe my felfe. 

La. Foiiler then heart can thinke thee, thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe, 
glo. By fuch difpaire 1 fhould accufe my felfe. 

La. And by difparing (houldft thou fiand excufde. 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe, 

Which didft, vnworthy (laughter vpon others. 

Glo. Say that 1 (lew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead: 

But dead they are, and diuelilh (laue by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

La. Why then he is ajiue, 

Glo. Nay, he is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foule throat thou lyeft. Quecne Margrct faw 
Thy bloodly faulchion fmoaking in his blood, 

Thewhich thou once didft bend againft her breft, 

But that thy brother beate afide the poy nt, 

Glo.l was prouoked by her (landerous tongue 
Which laide their guiftvpon my guiltlelTclhoulders. 

La. Thou waft prouoked by thy bloodie minde. 

Which neuer dreamt on ought: but butcheryes. 

Didft thou not kill this K ing ? Glo* I grant yee, 

B La* 
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jUJDoeft graunt me hedgehog, then God graunt meto© 
Thoumaieft be damned for that wicked deed. 

Oh he was gentle, mild, and vettuous. 

Glo. The titter for the King of heauen that hath him. 
La.H cis in heauen, where thou (halt neuer come. 

Glo.Lt t him thanke me that holpetofend him thither. 

For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfit for any place but hell, 

Glo. Yes one place elfc,if you will heare me name it. 
JL^.Some Dungeon. Glo* \ our bed-chamber. 

La. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou lieft, 

Glo. So will it Madame, till 1 lie with you. 

La. 1 hope fo. 

Glo. I know fo, but gentle Ladie Anne, 

T o leaue this kind incounter of our wits, 

An& fall fomewbat into a flower methode ; 

Is net the caufer of the time-lelTe deaths. 

Of thefe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 

As blamefull as the executioner i 

La. Thcu artthecaufe,and moll accurli effect:. 

Glo. Your beautic was the caule ofthat effed. 
Yourbeauiewhich did haunt mein my fleepe, 
Tovndertake the death of all theworld, 

So I might reft thathoure inyourfwcetcbofome. 

La. If I thought that, I tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailes (hould rend thatbeautie from their chcekcs. 

Glo. Thefe eyes could neuer indurefwcet beauties wrack, 
You fliould not blemifli them if I flood by : 

As all the world is cheated by the Sunne, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life. 

X<*.Blacke night ouerlhad thy day,and death thy life. 
Glo. Cut ft not thy felfcfaire creature, thou art both. 

La. I would I were to be reuenged on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrell moft vnnaturall. 

To be reuenged on him that loueth you. 

La. It is a quarrel! iuft and reafonable. 

To be reuenged on him tha flew my husband. 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, 

Did it to kelpe thee to abetter husband. 

k** 
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La. His better doth not breath vpon the earth. 

Glo Go too,he liues that loues you better then lie could, 

X/, Name him. Glo. Plantagenct. 

La. Why w hat was hee? 

Glo. The felfefame namc,but one of better naturq, 
Xrf.Whetcis hce? 

Glo. Heer e. Skeejpitteth at hm. 

VVby doeft thou fpit at mce l 
La. Would it were mortallpoyfon for thy fake. 

Glo, Neuer came poy fon from fo fwcetc a place. 

La. Neuer hungpoyfon on a fowler toade. 

Out ofmy fight, thou doeft infeft my eyes. 

C/tf.Thine eyes fweete Lade haue infected mine. 

La. Would they were Bafiliskes to ftrike the© dead. 

GloX would they were, that I mightdie at once, 

For nowthey kill me with aliuing death; 

Thofe eyes of thine, from mine haue drawne fait teares, 
shamed their afpc<ft with ftore of childifli drops, 

I neuer fued to friends nor cneraie. 

My tongue could neuer learne fweete foothing words. 

But now thy beautic is propofdc my fee : 

My proudheart fues, and promptsmy tongue to fpeakc. 
Teach not thy lips fuch fcorne,for they were made 
For killing Lady, not for fuch contempt. 

If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 

Loe here I lend thee this fliarpe pointed fword, 

Which if thou pleafe to hide in this true bofome, 

Andlet the foule forth that adoreth thee ; 

I laie it naked to thy deadly ftroake : 

And humbly beg the death vpon my knee. 

Nay, doc not pawle,twas I that kildyour husband. 

But twas thy beauty that prouoked me ; 

Nay now difpatch,twas Ithat kild king Henry, 

But twas thy heauenly face thatfet me on ; Here Jhe left 

Take vp the fword againe, or take vp me. fall the froorJL 

Zd.Arife dilTembler,though I wifli thy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

GVo.Thcn bid me kill my fclfcjand I will doe it. 

Ga.I haueaireadie. 
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Gb. Tufhjthat was in the rage : 

Soeake it againe,and euen with the word, 

That hand which for thy Louc did kill thy Louc, 

Shall for thy louc, kill afarre truer loue. 

To both their deaths thou (halt by accetlarie. 

La. 1 would 1 knew thy heart. 

Glo.Tis figured in my tongue. 

La, 1 fearemeboth arc falle. 

Glo, Then neuer man was true. 

La. Well, well, putvp your fword. 

Glo . Say then my peace is made. 

La. T hat (hall you know hereafter. 

Glo, But 1 fhall hue in hope. 

La. Allmenlhopeliuefo. 

Glo, Vouchfafe to weare this ring. 

La. Totake.is not to giue. 

Glo. Looke how this ringincompalleth thy finger, 
Euen fo thy breft inclofeth me poorc heart. 

Were both of them.for both of them are thine. 

And if thy poore fuppliant may 

But beg on fauour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou doeft confirme his happineffefor euer. 

L<*. What is it? 

Glo. T hat it would pleafe thee leaue thefe fad dehgncs 
To him that hath more caufc to be a mourner. 

And prcfcntly repaire toCrosbic place, 

Whereafter I haue folcmnely enterred 
AtChertfieMonafteriethis noble King, 

And w et his graue with my repentant teares, 

1 will with al expedient dutic fee you 5 
For diuers vnknowne rcafons.l hefcech you 
Graunt rncthisboone. 

La. With al my heart, & much it ioyes me too, 

T o fee you are become fo penitent : 

Trelfill and Bartly,goe along with me. 

Glo, Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis more then you defer ue : 

But fince you teach me how to flatter you, 

Imagine I hauc faid farewell alreadie. E x,tt 
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c/o.Sits,take vp the courfe. 

Ser, Towards Chertfie noble Lord i 

Glo No: to white Fryers : there attend my commmg. 

Was eucr woman in this humour woed i Exeunt, Manet Cjlo. 
Was euer woman inthis humour wonne i 
He hauc her,but I will not keepe her Ion g. 

What I that kild her husband and her father. 

To take her in her hearts extrearoeft heate: 

With curfes in her mouth, teares in her eyes. 

The bleeding witneffe of her hatred by : 

Hauing God, her confcience, and thefe barresagainft me* 

And I nothing to backe my fuite withall 

But the plaine Diuell and ditfembling lookes. 

And y ett to win her all the world to nothing ? Hah ? 

Hath (he forgot already that brauePrincc 
Edward, her Lord,Whome I fome three moneths fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tewxburyf 
A fweeter and a louelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigalitie of nature : 

Yong,valiant,wife,and no doubt rightroyall, 

The fpacious world cannot againe aftoord. 

And will (he yetdebafe her eyesonmc. 

That cropt the golden prime of thisfwccte Prince, 

And made her widdow to a wocfull bed ? 

On me, whofe al not equals Edwards moity, 

On me that halt,and am vnfliapen thus ? 

My Dukedome to be a beggcrly denier, 

I doe mi flake my perfon all this while. 

Vponmy life (lie finds, although 1 cannot 
My £elfe, to be amaruadous proper man, 

Itebe at charges for a Looking-glaiie, 

And entertaine fome fcorc or two of tailors 
. To fludie fafhions to adore my body, 

Since I am crept in fauour with my Iclfe, 

I wlllmaintainc it with a little coft. 

But fid ile turnc you fellow in his graue. 

And then rcturne lamenting to my louc. 

Shineour fairefunne,till 1 haue bought a glatTe, 

T hat I may fee my (haddow as 1 pallet Exit, 



TheTragedie 
Enter gueeue.l. ord Rwertand Gray. 

Ri. Haue patience Madame, thers no doubt his maieftic, 
Will foone rccoucr his accuftomed health. 

Gray. In that you brooke it ill, it nukes him worfc, 
Thcrlorc for Gods fake entertaine good comfort, 

And cheare his grace with quicke and merry words, 
he were dead.what would betide of roe i 
Ri. No other harmebut Ioffe of fuch a Lord. 

9#.The Ioffe of fuch a Lord includes all harme. 

Gray. The heauens haue bleft you with a goodly fonne. 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 

jga.Oh he is yong,and his minoritic 
Is putvntothetruftofRich. Gloucefter, 

A man that loucs not mc.nor none of you. 
iJi.lt is concluded he fhallbe Proteftor ? 
jQu.lt is determined, not concluded yet, 

Butfo itmuftbciftheKingmifcarric, Enter Ruck, Darby. 
Gr. Here comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darby. 
Buc . Good time ofday vnto your royall grace. 

Bar. God. make your Maieftie ioyfull as you haue bene. 
jga.The Counteffe Richmond good my Lord of Darby, 
T o your good prayers will fcarcely fay. Amen : 
YetDarby,notwithftanding dices your wife, 

And loues not me, be you good Lord allured 
I hate not you for her proud arrogancie. 

Bar. I bcfccch you either not beleeue 
Theenuious (launders ofher accufers, 

Or if (he be accufcd in true report, 

Beare with her weakcneffe,which I thinkc proceeds 
From wayward fickneffe,and no grounded malice. 

/fi.Saw you theKingto day my Lord Darby ? 

ZJ^y.But now the Duke of Buckingham and I, 

Came from viliting his Maieftie. 

What likelihood of his amendment Lords ? 
i?#c.Madame,good hope, his graccfpcakes chearfully. 
^.God graunt him health, didyou confer with him l 
.ftsc.Madam we did: He delircs to make attonement 
Betwixt thcDukeof Glocefter and your brothers, 
^fndbetwxt them and my Lord Chamberlaine, 
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And fent to warnc them ot his royall prefence. 

Qu. Would all were well, but that will neuer be. 

Beare our happineffe is at the higheft. Enter qlocefi 
C/o.They doe me wrong, and 1 will not indure it. 

Who are they that complaines vnto the King ? 

That 1 forfooth am ft erneloue them not : 

By wholy Paul they loue his grace but lightly 
That fill his eareswith fuch diffentious rumors : 

Bccaufe Icannot flatter and fpeake faire. 

Smile in mens faces, fmooth,decciue and cog, 

Duckcwith French nods, and apifh courtefie, 

1 mud be held a rankerous encmic. 

Cannot a p'ainc man liue and thinke no harme, • 

But thus in fimpla truth muft beabufde 
Byfilkenflie infinuating lackes ? 

Ri . To heme in this prefence fpeakes your grace? 
qio , To thee that hart nor honeftie nor grace. 

When hauc I iniured thee, when donethec wrong, 

Or thee, or thee, or any of your faction 2 
A plague vpon you all. His royall perfon 
fWhome God preferue better then you would wifh) 
Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while, 

Butyou muft trouble him with lewd complaints. 

^.Brother of Glocefter, you miftake the matter 5 
The King of his owne royall difpfition. 

And not prouokt by any futer elfe, 

Aymingbelifceat your interiour hatred. 

Which in your outward aftions fhewes it felfc, 

Againft my kindred, brother,and my felfe : 

Makes him to fend, that thereby he may gather 
The grounds of y our ill will, and to remoue it. 

G/o.Icannot tell, the world is grownefo bad, 

Thatwrens may prey wher eEagles dare not pearcb. 

Since euery lacke became a Gentleman 
There’s many a gentle perfon made a lacke. 

Qu.ComCy come, we know your mcaningbrother Glo 
louenuie mine aduanccment and my friends, 

God graunt we neuer may haue need ofyou. 

G/»^lcane time,God grant that vve haue need ofyou, 



TheTragedie. 

Our brother isimprifoned by your meaner. 

My feife difgraccd^nd thcNobilitic 

Held in contempt, whilft many faire promotions 

Are dayly giuen to eno ble thofe, 

That fcarce fome two dayes fince were worth a noble, 
gu.By him thatraifde me to this carcfull height, 

From that contented hap which I enijyed, 

1 neuer did inccnfe his Maieftie 
A galnft the Duke of Clarence, but hauc beene 
A n earneft aduocate to pleade for him. 

JVly Lord, you doe me (hamefull iniurie, 

Falfely to draw me in thefe vilefufpefts. 

glo. You may denie that you were not the caufe, 

Of my Lord Haftings late imprifonment. 

Rin. She may my Lord. 

Cilo. She may,L. Riuers,why who knwes not lo / 

Ahe may doe more fir then denying that : 

Jhcmay helpe you to many faire preferments. 

And then denie her aydinghand therein,. 

An& lay thofe honours on your high delerts. 

What may fhee net i (he may, yeamarriemay flic, 

Riu. What marriemay (he? 

Glo. Whatmarry may (he? marry with a King 
A batchcler,a handfomc (tripling too. 

I wis your Grandam had a worfer match. 

jjhi. My L. of Glocefter,I haue too long borne 
Yotir blunt vpbraidings, and your bitter fcoffes. 

By heauenl will acquaint his Maieftie, 

With thofe grolTe taunts I often haueindured. 

] had rather be a country feruant mayd, 

Then agreat Qneene with this condition, 

To be thus taunted, fcomed, and baited at, Enttr 

•Small ioy haue I in being EnglandsQueene. 

jg, Mar. ^nd lefned be that fmall, God I befeechthee, 

Thy honour,ftatc,andfeateisduetomc. 

Glo. What? threat you me with telling the King 
Tell him and (pare not,looke what I fayd, 

Iwiilauochin prefence of the King: 

'T' * r L-* *%*tn*n ArAmiit-AfnrOflt. 

^ Mar* 



Tis time to fpcake,when paines arequitc forgot. 



of Richard the Third, 

Qu, Mar.Out diucl,I remember them too well, 
Thoufleweft my husband Henry in the Tower, 

And Edward my poore fonne atTcwxburie, 
glo. Ere you w ere Queene,yea or your husband k ing, 

1 was a pack-hotfe in his greataffaires. 

A weeder out of his proud aduerfaries, 

Aliberall rewardcr of his friends .* 
to royalize his blood 1 fpilt mineownc. 
gu,M<*r. Yca,and much better blood, then his or thine. 
<;/<r.ln all which time, you and your husband Gray, 
Werefa&ious for the houfeofLancafter : 

And Riuers.fo were you. Was not your husband 
InMargarets battaile at Saint Albons flaine ; 

Let tne put in your mind, if yours forget. 

What you hauc been ere now, and what you are ; 
Witkall.what 1 haue been.and what! am. 

£ u. 'jMar.h murtherous villaine,and fb ftill thou art. 

Glo . Poore Clarence did forfakc his Father Warwickc, 

Yea and forfwore himfdfc (which Iefu pardon.) 
j9#.Afor. Which God reuenge. 
gio . To fight on Edwards partie for thecrowne, 

Aid for his meede(poore Lord) he is mewed vp: 

1 would to God my heart were Bint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pitcifull like mine, 

Iamtoochildifh fooliih for this world. 

Hie thee to hell for fhame,and leaue the world. 
Thou Cacodoemon, there thy kingdoraeis. 

A. My Lord ofGlocefter in thofe bufie daics. 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies. 

We followed then our Lord, our lawfullKing, 

So (hould we now,ifyou fhould be our king. 

Glo. If (hould be? I had rather be a pedlar, 

Farre be it from my heart the thought of it. 

Qu.tMar.As little ioy(my Lord)as youfuppofc 
You (hould enioy.wcre you this countries king: 
little ioy may you fuppofe in me, 

That I enioy, being the Queenethereof, 

Mar. A little ioy enioyes thcQueene thereof, 

For I am (he, and altogether ioylefle, 

C Icaa 
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1 can no longer hold me patient* 

Heare me you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 

In (haring out that which yeu haue pild from me : 

Which ofyou trembles not that looke on me? 

If hot,that I being Qucenc,you bow like fubic&s, 

Yet that by you depofd, you quakelike rebels : 

O gentle villaine, doe not turne away, 

Gfo.Poule wrinkled witch, v\hat makft thou in my fight? 
repetition of what thou halt mard, 

Thatvull 1 make, before 1 let thee goe: 

A husband and a fonne thou owed vnto me, 

And thou a ki ngdome, all ofyou alleagence : 

The forrow that I haue, by right isyours, 

And all the plealures you vfurpe,ismine. 

t/A.The curfe me noble father hide on thee. 

When thou didit crowne his warlike browes with paper. 

And with thy fcornc drewftriuers frow his eyes. 

And thento drie themjgau'ft the Duke a clout 
Steept in the blood of prettie Rutland t 
His curfes then from bitterneiTc offoule. 

Denounc’d again ft thee, are fallen vponthee. 

And God, not vv e,hath plagude thy bloodie deed, 
jVti So iufi is God to right the innocent. 

Hrf/?,0 twas the fouled deed to flay thatbabe,. 

And the mod mercilefle that euer was heard of. 
if /.Tyrants themfelues wept when itwas reported, 
DcrfMo man butpropheded reuengefot it. 
^.Northumberland then prefent,wcpt to lee it. 
Qu.Ma. What l were you fnarling all before 1 came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat, 

And turne you now your hatred all on me ? 

Did Yorkes dread curfe preuaile fo much w ith heauen 3 
That Henries death, my louely Edwards death, 

Their kingdomes lo(Tc,my woetuH banifliment, 

Could all but anfiver for that peeuifh btat ? 

Can curfes pierce the cloudes, and enter hcauen ? 

Why then giue way dull clouds to my quicks curfes : 

If not by warre, by furfet dieyour King. 

As oqr by murder, to make him a King. Edward 
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of Richard the Third. 

gjward thy Ibnne, which now is Prince of Wales, 
for Edward my fon, which was Prince of Wales, 
pie in his youth, by like vntimely violences. 

Thy felfea.Qucene,forrne thatwas a Queeoe, 

Out liuc thy glory, like my wretched felfe : 

Long maift thou liue to waile thy childrens lolTe, 

And fee another,as 1 fee th ee now 
pecktin thy glorie, as thou art ftald in mine: 

Long die thyhappiedaies before thy death, 

And after many lengthened houres of greefe, 
picneither mothcr,wifc,nor Englands Queenc^ 

Riuers and Dorfet, you were danders by. 

And fo was thou Lord Haft ings, when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

That none of you may liue your naturall age. 

But byfomevnlookt accident cut off. 

gio, Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag* 

£$‘M. And leaue out theefftay dog,for thou (halt heare 
If heauen haue any greeuous plague in ftore, ( me. 

Exceeding thofe that I can wilh vpon thee : 

0 let them keepe it till thy finnesberipe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee thetroubler of the poore worlds peace: 

The wormeof conference frill begnaw thyfoule. 

Thy friends fufpett fortraytors whilft thouliueft, 

And take deepe tray tors for thy deareft friends, 

No fleepe clofe vp that deadly eye of thine, 

Vnlelfc it be whilft fome tormenting dreame 
Affrights thee, with a hellof vgly diuels. 

Thou eluifli markt,abortiue rooting hog, 

Thou that waft fealdinthy natiuitie 
The (laue of nature, and the tonne ofhell, 

Thou (launder of thy mothers hcauie womb, 

Thouloathed ilfue of thy fathers loynes, I 

Thou rag of honour, thou deteftcd,&c. . 

Glo. Margaret. 

Qh.lM. Richard. Glo, Ha. 

M. I call the not. 

Glo. Then I crie thee mercy : for I had thought 
C s 
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Thou hadft cald me allthefe bitter names. 

QuMar.W hy fo 1 did,butlooke for no reply ; 

Ola me make the periodto my curie. 

C/o.Ti* done by me and ends by Margaret* lellc. 

Thus haue you breathed your curfe againft your 
QuxM- Poore painted Qucene, v aine flouriln of my tor- 
VVhy drew ft thou fuger on that botled iptder, (tune: 
Whofe deadly web iufnareth thee about : 2 
Foole foole,thou whetft aknite to kill thy fclfc. 

The time will come when thou fhalt with tor me, 

To helpe thee curfe that poifoned bunchoackt toa e. 

jjafi. Falfc boadingwoman,end thy frantick curie, , 

Leaft to thy harme thou mooue our patience. 

Ou cJW.Foule(hamevpon you, you haueallmou dmine. 

Ri. Were you wellferu d you would be taught your duty. 
Ma. To ferue me welly ou all ihould doe me dutie. 

Teach me to be your Queene, and you my fubictfs : 

O ferue me well, and teach your felues that dune. 

Dcrf.Difpute not with her ,(lie is lunatique. ‘ 

W.^/.Peace maifter Marquette, you are malapert, A 

Yourfire-new ftampeof honour is fcarcc currant . 

O that your youngnobilitiecould iudge. 

What t' were to loofe it and be miferable ? 

They that (land high, haue many blafts to make them. 

And if they fall they dalh themfelues to peeces. 

Glo.G ood counted marry, learne it,lcarne it Marques. - 
Dor/, , It toucheth you(my Lord)as much as me. 
<y7i?.Yea,and much more, but I was borne to high. 

Our aierybuildeth in theCatdars top, 

And dallies with the windc,and Iconics the lunne. 

gu.M*. ^nd turnes the Sunne to (hade, alas, alas, 

Witnes myfunne,now in the (hade of death, >. 

Whofe bright out fhini ng beames,thy cloudic wrath, 

Hath in eternall darkcnelTefoulded vp: 

Your aicrie buildeth in our aeiries neaft. 

O God that feeft it*, doe not fuffer it: 

As it was won with blood, loft be it fo. 
i?#4,Haue done for fhame, if not for charitic. 
^».OW.Vrgc neither charitic nor fhame to me, ^ 
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of Richard the Third. 

Vncharitably with me haue you dealt, 

>„d fliamefully by you my hopes are 
Mv charitie is outrage, life my fhame, 

Jnd in my Ihame fhallliue my forrowi 

^Man.O princely Buckingham, 

.ffene of league and amitie with thee 

Now faire befall thec,and thy pm , 

Thv earments are not fpotted with our blood. 

Nor thou within the compalteof my curfe. 

<3/4. Nor no one here, for curfes . . 

The lips of them that breath them in the aire. 

Qu,Ma , He not beleeue but they afeend the s 
Jfel there awake Gods gentle fleeping 

0 Buckingham beware of yonder dog. 

Looks when hefawrtes, he bites,andwhenl.. 

Hisvenome tooth willrankle thee to death, 

Haue not doe with him, beware of him: 

Sinne, death, and hell hauefet their mai 
Andall their minifters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth fhe fay my Lord of Backn* B ..»». 

Buck. Nothing that I refped my gracious Lord 1 . 

Q.Ma. Whatdocft thoufeornemefor my gentle l 
^ ndtoothd the diuell that 1 warne thee from t ‘ \ i€l, » 

Obutremcmberthis another day. 

When he lhall fplit ihy very heart with forrowy - * 
v*hd fay poore Margaret was a Prophetelle : 

Liuceach of you, the fubiedts of hishate, 
t^ndhe to you, and aill of you to Gods. ' - «*?• 

Haft. My haire doth (land on end to hcare ner curies. 
3»'«.ydndfodoth minc,l wonder fhees at libertie. 

Glo. I cannot blame hef-By Gods holy mother. 

She hath had toomuchwtdttgjwd I repent 
My part thereof that I ha undone , 

Hafi.l neuer did her any to my kngwledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong. 

1 was too hot to doe fomebody good, 

That is too colde in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for Clarence, he is wellrcpaid, j 

p , 
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He is frankt vp to fatting for his paincs * 

God pardon them that are the caule oHt. 

Riu.A vrcrtuous and a Criftianlike coniufion. 

To pray for them that haue done fcath to vs. 

Glo , Sa do 1 cuer being well aduifed. 

For hadlcurft.now 1 had cur ft my felfe. 

Cat/. Madame, his maieftie doth call for you. 

Andfor your noble Grace: and you my noble Lord. 

9u. Catsby.wccome, Lords will you goe with vs. 

Jit. Madame, we will attend y o u r G r ac e . Exeunt (J\la£lt, 
Glo, 1 doe thee wrong, and firft beganto braule, 

T.he fecret mifchiefe that 1 fet abroach, 

Ilay vntoth* gricuous charge of others • 

Clarence, whome I indeed haue laid ih darkenclle; 

I doe bewecpe to many fimple guls : 

Namelyto Haftings, Darby, Buckingham, 

And (ay it is the Queene,and her allies .u 

That ftirrethe K.againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they beleeue me, and wichall whet me 
To be reuengedon Riuers, Vaughan, Gray. 

But then figh,and with a piece of fcripture. 

Tell them that God bids vs to doe good for euill : 

And thus Icloath my naked villanie 

With old odends,ftolnc out of holy writ, 

^nd feeme a Saint, when moft I play theDiucll. 

But foft here comesmy Executioners. Enter Executioners. 
How now, my hardy ftout refolued mates. 

Are ye not going to defpatchthis deed t 

Exe.VJz arc my Lord, and come to haucthe warrant, 

That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo. It was well thoughev pon,I haue it heerc about we. 
When you haue done,repaistto-£i:osbte place; 

Butlirs,bcfuddaineintheex^j«ion: 

Withal, obdurate : doe not b & H hu* pleade. 

For Clarence is well fpoken, and perhaps 

May moue your hearts to pittie if you marke hinj. 

£x<?.Tu(h,fcare not, my Lord we will not ftandtop , 

Talkers are no good doers be allured : 

Wc come to vfe our hands and not oui tongues. 



of Ridhard the Third* 

n Your eyes drop milftohes,when fooles etes drop ter 
VUkeyou Lads, about your bufinefte. Exeunt 

11 1 Enter Clarence Erokenbttryi- 

Bro, Why lookesyou Grace loheauily today l 
Cla. Oh, 1 haue paftamiierable night. 

So full ofvgly lights, of gaftly dreames; 

That as I am a Chriftian faithfull man, 

1 would not fpend another fuch a night, 

Though t were to buy a world of happie dayes, 

Sofullofdifmall terrour was the time. 

Bra. What wasyour dreame i 1 long to iieare you tell 
Cla, Me thought I was imbarkt for Burgundie, 

^nd in my company my brother Glocefter, 

Who from my cabbin tempted me to walke 
Vpon the hatches, there we looked towards. England, 
^nd cited vp a thoufand fearefull times. 

During the warres of Y orke and Lancafter, 

That had befallen v s ; as we paft along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Glofter.ftumblcd,and in Humbling 
Strookemc(that thought to ftay him) ouer-boord 
Into the tumbling billowes ot the maine. 

Lord, Lord, me thought what paine it was to drowne, 



What vgly ftghtsof death within mineeyes ; 

Me thought I faw a thoufand fearefull wrackes. 

Ten thoufand men that fifties gnawed vpon. 

Wedges of gold, great Anchors, heapes ofpearlc, 
Incftiuiable ftones,vnvalued iewels, 

Somclay in dead mens fculs, and inthofe holes 
Wherc.eyes di J once inhabite, there wei e crept 
As twere in fcorhe of eyes,refled:ing gems. 

Which wade the ilimie bottome of the deepe. 

And mockt the dead bones that lay fcatteied by. 

Bro, Had you fuch lcifure in the time of death. 

To gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe i 

Cla. Me thought I had : for ftill t he euuioys flood 
Kept in my foule.and would not let it foorth. 

To keepe the emptie^vaft,andwandringayre, 



TbeTragedie. 

But (bothered it within my panting bulkc. 

Which almoft burft to belch it in the lea. 

Srok. A wakt you not with tbislore agonic 1 
Clar.Q no, my dreame was lengthned after life, 

O then began the tempeft of my loule. 

Who pall (me though t)the melancholy flood, 

W ; ith that grim fernman which Poets write of, 

Vnto the kingdome of perpetuall night : 

The fir ft that theredid grcfcte my ftranger foule, 

Was my great father in law.renowned Warwick, 

Who cried aloud, what fcourgcfor pcriurie 
Canthis darke monarchic afford falfe Clarence i 
And (ohevamfht : Then came wandrmgby, 

A fhadowlikc an Angcll,in bright hairc, 

Dadled in blood, and he fqueakt out aloud, 

Clarenccis comc,falfe,flecting,pcriurd Clarence? - 1 - 
That ftabd roe in the field by Texwburie : 

Seaze on himfuries,takc him to your torments^- >■' ■ > - 
With that me thoughta legion of foule fiends 'TV 

Enuironed me about, and howled in mine eares, 
^uchhidious crics,that with the very noife, 

I trcrobling,wakt,andforafeafonafter. 

Could notbcieeue but that I was in hell, 

Such terrible impreflion made the dreame. 

Brok. No maruell(my Lord)though it affrighted you, 

I promife you,l am afraid to hearc you tell it. 

Cla.O Brokenburie, I hauc done thole things, 

Which now beareeuidenceagainft my foule, 

For Edwards fake,and fee how he requites me. 

I pray thee gentle keeper ftay by me, 

My foule is heauie.and I faine would fleepe. 

Brok, I will(my Lord) God giue your grace good reft, 

Sorrow breakesfeafons, and repofing howers 
Makes the night morning, and thenoonetide nighf. 
Princes hauc but their tiles for their glories, 

An outward honour for an inw ard toyle : 

And for vnfelt imagination. 

They often feele a world ofreftleffe cares : 

So that betvt ixt your titles,and low names, 
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There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The murtherers enter. 

T n Gods name what are you, andhow cameyouhithcr » 
jE^.I.would fpeakewitii Clarence^ I came hither on my 
Bro. Y ea,are ye fo briefe i (legs, 

3 . Exe. O fir, itisbetter be briefe then tedious. 

Shew him our Commiflion,talkenomore. He rttdeth it* 
Bro. I am in this commanded to deliuer ? ‘ 

The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

. I will not reafon whatis meant thereby 
Becaufc I will be guilt lelTcofthe meaning: . ‘ “ 

Heereare the keyes, there fits the Duke a fleepe ( r ^ 

lie to his Maicftic and certifie his Graced j , 

Thatdthus I Hauer refigftffmy plac^ to jldii, ' ^ ’ ?M 

Ext. Do fo,it ! is a poynt ofwifcaome. 
i. WhatfhaU^e ftabhimashefleepesf V ^ ", .. r 
t . No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 

- 

j. When he wakes, < * t \ ■ -T t 

Whyfoole ihtf (bait vvafcf tiDtht ihd gemeftt dajr«. : A 

i. Why then he will fay we ftabd him fleeping. 
a.Thevrging of that wordiiidgcment, hath bred . 
^kindofremorfe in me. 1 • v\" '.oY ; 

a&^attaftthou afraid? 1 iyw ; ^ 

i.Not to kill him haliing a warrant font, but to be damnd 
For killing4*im, from which no warrant can defend vs. 
i.Backe to the Duke of Gloifter, tell him fo. ' ,- t . 

1 . 1 pray thee ftay a while.I hope rriy holy hiimour will 
Change,twas wont to hold me but while One would tell.xx. 
i .How doft thou feclc thy felfe now ? (me 

i. Faith fOmecertainedregsofconfciencc areyetvvitnin 
f*i(emember our reward when the deedis done, 
a . Zounds he dies, 1 had forgot the regard, 
i. Whereristhyconfcicncertowt 
z.lntheDukeofGlofterspurfe, r 

i . -fo when he opens his purfe to giue Vs our reward. 

Thy confcicnce flies out. ^ . 'V y 

* • Let it goe,thctVfcw or none will interne it. 
i. How if it come to thee aginc? 

D 
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a. Ik not meddle with it, it is a dangerous thing 
It makes a man a coward, A man cannot (kale. 

But it accufcth htmjhccannot ftcaJe but it checks 
He cannot liewithhis neighbours vvd'e cut i t dett 
fetis a1>Wngl&amefeli fpmt that 
In a mansbolome : it filspnefullol obftaclcs. 

It made md phee leftore a peeceof gold that 1 
It beggers any m^ncUat kcepesit : it is turnd 
Townes and CittiesFpr,a dangerous ththgiand'ei 
Man that mean'es to hue welheiwli uours 
T o himfelfe,and to lniewithvut.it. 

i . Zounds,it is euen now at my elbow, 

Not to kill t^e Duke. -• 

a, T ake the dei$f filthy )pnin4e»and beleeupl 
He would infmuate vvitli thee to make thee ljgh. 

i.Tut.I am ftroog in fraud, ,jhe cannot ptcua 
I warrant thee, , f 

^ i. Stood like a tall fellow that refpefts his rcpUta 
Come (hall wc to this geared .;>>!• -',r! . 

i . Take him oucrthccoflatd with the hiltsofrfty iwor 
And tneri we will chop himii^he Maiiufty-but inthe next 
a. Oh excellent dcuice, make a foppe of him, (roome : 
i . Harkejhe ftirs/maiffunke ? . ;Vh ‘ 

a. No, firft lets rcafon with him. fU.iWAtzeib u: 

C/a. Where artthcu Keeper, giuc roc acup ofwinc. 
i Y ou (hall haue wine.enought,my ,Lo. anoap. 

Cfa. 1 n Gods name, what atijthou : m ■ •' 

a.Amamasyouare, f 

Cla. Bpj not aslam.rp^ll.^ onre u ^,;; 1 
i .Noryou asVe arcjloyall. 

^ C/ 4 . Thy voyce is thunder, but thy loofccsarc humble, 
a. My voyCei's now the Kings, my lookcsipine owne. 
C/ 4 . How tfarkcly and how deadly dooftthcu fpcakei t 
Tell me,w ho are you fwhereforc.comeyou hithcri* 

Am. To, to, to, ' 'I 

CU. To murther me? Am.L 

■ C/4.Y0U fcarcely hauc the heart to tell me fo. 

And therefo 1 e c an not hape thehearts to doc k, 

Wherein my friends haupl offended you? _ . 

-* - 1. Offend 



of Richard theXhird* 

1. Offended vs you haue not, but the King. • ; i 5 hi 
Cla. I (hall be reconciled to him againe. - « ot 

j.Neuer my Lo. therefore prepard to die, f ' 1 * 

Clar.tsft e you cald forth from out a world of mat 
To day the innocent ? what is my offence? 

Where are the euidence to accufe me ? - - ^ 

What law full quell haue giuentheirverdi&vp v -1 1 * 5 ^ 

Vnto the frowning Iudge, or who pronounc’d 1 '» ti ; H 

The bitter fentence of poore Clarence death. 

Before I be conuift by courfe oflaw? 

Tothereatcn me with death ismoft vnlawfull ; -v 
Icharge you as you hope to haue redemption, 

By Chriftsdeare blood (lied for ourgreeuousfimwd,'’ ' 

That youdepart andlay nohandsonme, :i a 

The deed you vodertakc is damnable. f • ; '* 

1 . What we will doe, we do v pon command. 

2. And hethat hath commanded mheKing. » ^ 

(U. ErroneonsvalTaile, the great Kingof Kings, 

Hath in his Tables of his Law commanded. 

That thou (halt doc no murther, and wilt thou then 
Spume at his edift, and fulfill a mans i * ; 

Take heed, for he holdes vengeance m his hands, 

Tohurle vpon their heads that breake his Law. 

2. tx/nd that fame vengcancedoth he throw on thee, 

For falfe forfwearing and for murther too? 

Thou didft recciue the holy Sacrament 
Tofight in quarrell of the houfe ofLancaftcr. 

1 . s^hd like a traitor to the N ame of God, 

Didft breake that vow, and with thy trecherous blade 
Vnripft the bowels of thy Soueraignes fonne, 

2. Whome thou wert fwornc to cherifli and defend* 
t. How canff than vrgeGods dreadfulllaw tov*, 

When thou haft broke it in fo dcarc degree t 
C/a. Alas, for whofe fake did I that ill deed t \ 

For Edward,for my brother, for his fake : 

Why firs-jlve fendsye not to murder me for this, 
for in this fin he is as deepe as I, 

If God will be reuengedfor this deede, 

Take not the quarreilfrom his puwcrfufltrroe, 

D * 
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He needs no mdired nor law full courfe. 

To cut off thofe that haue offended him, 
i. Who made thee then a Woody roinifter. 

When gallant fpringjbrsue P/antagruet, 

The Princely Noutce was ftroofcc dead by thee, j . 

C/ 4 . My brothers loue, the Deuill, and my rage, 

I. Thy brothersloue., the Deuill, and thy fault, 

Haue brought vs hither 'irowito murther thee. 

C4r.Oh, if youkmc brother, hatenot me, 

I am his brother, and I loue him well : 

If you be hirdef^need,goeU*cke againe, 

And I will fend you jorty -brother: Glotiefter, 

Who wilkeward youbetter for my life. 

Then Edward will for tydings of my death. 

* .You are deceiu’d,y»ur brother Glocefter hates you. 

Cia. Oh no, be loues tne and he holds mfe dcare, ‘ 

Go you to him-freim mo* 

Am. I/owewiil. 

C/ 4 . Tell him, when that our Princely father Yorke, 

Blcft his three fohnes with his victorious atme .* 

Aii d chargd vs from hiafoulc to loue each other. 

He little tijoughtof this diuided friendfliip, 

Bid Glocefter thinkeoilthisjand hcAvillweepc, 

Am.. Ijjfiilftoncs, as hcleiTonedvs to weepe. 

C/ 4 . 0, doe not (lander him for he is kind, 
i .Right, as fnow in ha»aeft,tboa decetuft thy fclfe, 

Tis he that feot^s.'hithdrnow to taurther thee. 

C/ 4 . It cannot be.: for wheb I parted with him, 

He hugdmein his armes,and fworc with fobs. 

That he would labour my deliuerie. 

a. Why fo hedotb, now he deliuers thee 
From this worlds thraidome : to the ioyes of heauen. 
i . Make peace with God, for you muft die my Lord. 

Cl*. Haft thou that holy feeling in thy foule, 

Tocounfell me to make my pndace with God, 

And artthop yetto thy owne fowle Co blind. 

That thou wilt war with Godformurtheringme l 
Ah firs confider,he thatfetyou on 
To docthis dcedcwvill hate you for this deede, 

- -i — a, What 
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• 2 . What (hall we .doe? 

C/4. Relent, and faue your (oules. 

. Relent, tis cowardly, andwomanifh. 

Cla Not to relent, is bea(lly,fauage,and diuelim. 

My friend,! fpic fomc pittie in your lookes ; 

Ob if thy eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my fide and itureat for me : 

lie chop theein the raalmeky But in the next roome* 

2 . A bloodie deede,and defprately performd, 

How faine like Pilate would 1 wafli my hand, 

Ofthis moft gricuous guiltie murder done. 

i Why doeftthounothclpemc? 

Bv heauen the Duke (hall knotf how flacke thou art. 

2.1 would he knew that 1 had faued his brother, 

Take thou the fee, and tell him whatlfay, 

Pori repent me thatthe Duke is (lame. &*** 

i . So do not 1, goe coward as thou art . 

Now muft I hide his body in fome hole, 

Vntill the Duke take order forhisburialb 

And when I haue my meed I muft away, 

Fotthis will out, and herel muft not flay. Exeunt, 

Enter King, Queenejrlaftings ,%uen, & c. 

King. So, now 1 haue done a good dayes worke 9 
You peercs continue this vnited league, 

I cuery day expert an Embaflage 
From my Redeemer, to redeememe hence.* 

And now in peace my foule (hall part to heauen. 

Since I haue fet my friend at peace on earth ; 

Riuers and Haftings.take each others hand, 

Diffemblenot your hatred,fweareyour loue. 

R t . By heauen my heart is purgdfrom grudging hate, 

And with my hand Ifealemy true hears loue, 

JrMy So thriue 1 as I fwcare the like. 

JCwg.Take heede you dally not before your King, 

Lead he that is the fupreame King of Kings, 

Confound your hidden falfiiood 3 and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 

■ ' p j H * lt 
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Haft. So profper 1 « as 1 fweare pcrfeftlouc. 1 

Rift . And 1 as 1 loue Haftings with my heart. 

iCi».Madamc,yourlelfe are not exempt in this, 

Nor your fonnc Dorfet, Buckingham, nor you, 

You haue been fa&ious one againft the other : 

Wife, loue Lord Haftings, let him kille your hand, 
e^fnd what you doe.dortvnfainedly. 

^^.Here Haftings, 1 will ncuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriue I and mine. 

DwCrffus cnterchange of loue,i here pro teft, 

Vpon my part (hall be vnuiolable. 

Ha. Aa d fo fweare I my Lord. 

Kin. Now princely Buckingham fcale thou this league. 
With thy embracemcntto my wiues allies, 

And makemehappic inyourvnitie. 

Rue. When cuer Buckingham doth turnc his hate 
On you, or yours,but with all dutious loue 
Doth cherilh you and yours, God punifh me , 

With hate, in thofe where 1 expedhnoftloue, , 

When I hauemoft need to imploy a friend. 

And moft alfuredthathe is a friend, 

Deepe, hollow, trccherous, and full of guile 
Behevntome.Thisdoe I beggeofGod, 

When I am cold in zcale to you jr yours. 

Kin . plealing cordiall princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vowe vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Glofter here. 

To make the perfect period of this peace. 

Enter Glscejh r, 

Bhc. ^ndin good time here comes the noble Duke, 

Gio. Good morrow to my foueraigne King and Queeuc, 
And princely peeres,a happiedme ofday. 

iftw.Happie indeed, as we haue (pent the day . 

Brother we haue done deedes of cnaride .* 

Made peace of enmitie, faire loue of hate, 

Betweene thefe (welling wrong incenfedPeercs. 

Glo , A bleiTed labour moft foueraigne liege, 

Amongft this princely heapc,if any here 
By falfc intelligence, or wrong furmife, 
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Holdme,afoe,ifI vnwittingly orin my rage, 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
fly any m thisprclencc, I delire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 

Tis death to me to be at enmitie. 

1 hate it, and deGreall good mens loue, 

Firft Madame, I mtreaie peace. ofyou, 

Which 1 purchafe with my dutious feruice, 

Ofyou my noblecoufcn Buckingham, 

Ifeuer any grudge were lod’gd betwdene vs. 

Otyou my Lord Riucrs,and Lord Gray ofyou, 

That all without defert haue frownd on me, 

Dukes, Earl»;>Lotds, Gentlemen, indeed ©fall.* 

Idonot know that h nglilh man aliue, ' > 

With whome my louleis any iotte at oddes, 

More then the infant that is borne to night: 

I thanke my God for royhumilitie. 

Qtti A holy day thall this be kept hereafter^ 

1 would to G od all ftrifes were well compounded. 

My foueraigne liege I do befeechyouMaiettic 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Cjlo. Why Madame, haue 1 offred loue for this, 
Tobethusfcornde in this royall prefence l 
Who knowes net thafthenoble Dukeis^dead? 

You doe him iniurie to fcorne his coarfe. 

Si. Who knowes not he is dead ? who knowes he is? 
jjV a\\ feeing heauemwbat a world is this ? 

^«r.Looke 1 fb pale Lord Dorfet as tlie reft^? 

Dir I my good Lord,and nooneinthisprefcnce, 

But his red colour hath forfooke his cheekes. 

Kin. Is Clarence dead the order was reuerft. 

Glo.Eut he(poorefoule)by your firft order dide. 

And ihatawinced Mercury did beare, 

Some tardic criple bore thecountermaund. 

That came too lagge to fee him buried : 

God graur.t that fome lctTe noble, and lelfe loyail, 

N eerer in bloody tnoughts,but net inblcod :• ■ 

Deferue not worfethen wretched Clarence did. 

And yet goe currant from fufpition. Enter Darhie. 
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Dor, Aboonc (my Coueraigne) for my fcruioe done. 

Km, I praythee peace, my loulc is full of forow. 

Dnr. I will not rife vnletlcyour highnefle graunt. 

Kin. Then fpcake at once, what it is thou demaundeft i 
Dor. The forfeit (foucraignc) of my feruants life. 

Who flew today a ryotous gentleman 
Lately attendant on the Duke of N orffolke. 

Kin. Haue I a tongue to doomemy brother* death, 

And lhall the fame giue pardon to a flaue; 

My brothen flew no man, his fault was thought, 

^fnd yet his puniflimen was cruell death* 

Whofuedto meforhira ?who in myrage, 

Kneeld at my feete and bad me be aduifdc 4 
Who fpakc of brother-hood ? who of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore foule did forfake 
The mtghtie vvarwicke,and did fight for me i 
Who told me in the field by Tewxburic, 

When Oxford had me downc,he refeued me, 

^ndfaid, deare brothcrjliue and be aKing i 
Who told me when wc bothlay in the field, 

Frozen almoft to death.how he did lappe me, 

L'uen in his owne armes, and gauc himfclfe 
All thin and naked to the numb cold night/ 

All this from my remembrance brutifli wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters or your waycing vaflailes 
Haue done a drunken flaughter,and defac’d ’ 

The precious Image of our dcarc Redeemer, 

You ftraight are onyour knees for pardon, pardon, 1U 

And I vninftly too,muft graunt iryou. 

But for my brother,not a man would fpeake, 

Nor I (vngracious) fpcake vnto myfelfe. 

For him, poore foule: The proudeft of you all 
Haue benebeholdcn to him in his life, 

Yet noneofyou would oncepleadefor hislife: 

Oh God, l feare thy iuftice will take holde 

On me,and you, and mine, and your for this* (Exit. 

Come Haftingsjhelpe roe to my clofet, oh poore Clarence 

Git. 
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GUI Thfs is the fruit of rawnclfc : markt you not 
How that the guiltie kindred ofthe Queene, 

Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death. 

Oh, they did vrge it ftill vnto the King, 

(Jodwill reuenge it. But com* lets in 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches ofTorke with Qarcnce Children, 
tfoy. Tell me good Granam,is our father dead / 

Dnt.No boy. (breaft 

2ty.Why do you wring your hands and beateyour 
Andcric, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne l 
Girle, Why do you lookeon vs and fhakeyour head ? 
And call vs wretches, Orphanes>caftawaics, 

If that our noble father be aliue ? 

Dut. My prittie Cofens, you miflakc me much, 

Ido lament the ficknelfe of the King : 
e/tfsloth to loofe him,now your fathers dead: 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

'Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead. 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this. 

God will reuenge it,whomeI will importune 
With dayly prayers all to that effeft. 

Dut, Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well, 
Incapable and ihallaw innocents, 

You cannot gefle who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy, Granam, we can : for my good Vncle Glocefter 
Toldme,thc King prouoked by theQueenc, 

Deuis’d impeachments to imprifon him ; 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

And hugd me in his arme,and kindly kill my cheekes, 

And bad me rclie on him as on my father. 

And he would loue me dearely as his childe. 

Dut. Oh that deceit (hould ftealefuch gentle flitpes. 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

He is.my fonne, yea and therein my ftiame: 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

■Soy.Thinke you my Vncle did dilTemble, Granam 2 
Dut. I Boy. 

Soy. I cannot thinke it,harke, what noifeis this l 



ThcTragedic 

Enterthe Jgueene, 

jj>«,Who (hall hinder me to waile and weepe, 
Tochide my fortune, and torment my felfe ? 
lie ioyne with blackc defpaire againft my felfe, 

A nd to my felfe become air enctnie. 

D«t.What rneanes this feeane of rude impatience i 
Jgu.To make an ad of tragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne our King is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now the roote is withred i 
Why wither not the leaues,the fap being gone i 
If you will liue, lament; ifdie,bebriefe: 

That ourfwift winged foulcs may catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fubiefts, follow him 
To his new kingdome of perpetually ft* 

Dm. Ah, fo much intereft haue I in thy forrow, 

As I had title in thy noble husband : 

1 haue bewept a worthy husbands death, 

And liu d by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his princely femblance. 

Ate. crakt inpeeces by malignant death, 

And 1 for comfort haue but one falfe glafle. 

Which greeues me when I fee my Ihanie in him, 

Thou art a widow,yetthou art a mother. 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee l 
But death hath fnatcht my children from mincarmes. 
And plukt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 
Edward and Clarence, Q what caufe haue I 
Then, being but motitie of my felfe, 

To ouergo t^y plaints and drowne the cries ? 

Boy . Good Aunt.ycu weept not for our fathers death 
How can we aide you with our kindreds tearcs 1 
Cjerl. Our fathcrlefle diftrelle was left vnmoand. 
Your widowes dolours likewifebe vnwept. 

^ga.Giuc me no helpe in lamentation, 

1 am not barren to bring forth laments. 

All fprings reduce theircurrents to mine eyes, 

That Ibeing gouernd by the watry moane, 

May fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the world: 
Oh for my husband, for my heireLo. 'Edward, 
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Ambo, Oh for our father, for our dcare Lo. Clarence. 

DM, Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
jg«.What ftay had I but Edward,nnd is he gone ? 

A tnbo. What ftay had we but Clarence , and is he gone l 
‘DM. What ftay had I but they, and they are gone i 
<Ht(. Was neuer widow, had fo dcarealofTe. 

Ambo.Was euer Orhpanes had a-dearcr lotfe l 
DM.Vlm euer mother had a dearer lolled 
Alas, I am the mother of thefc moanes, 

Their woes arc parceld,mine are gcnerall: 

She for Edward weepes,and fo d o I : 

I for a Clarence weepe, fo doth not fhe : 

Thefe babes for Clarence wecpe,and fo do I ; 

I for an Edward weepe, and fo do they, 

Alas, you three on me three- fould diftreft. 

Powrcall your tearcs, 1 amyour forrowesnurfe, 

And I will pamper it with lamentations. Enter giofier,with 
GVb.Madame haue comfort,all ofvs haue caufe others , 

To waile the dimming of our (Lining ftarre ; 

But none can cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Madame my mother, I doe cry you mercy, 

I did not fee your Gracc,humbly on on my knee 
Icraueyou blefling, 

Dm.QoA blefte thee, and putmeekeneifeinthyminde, 
Loue, charitie, obedience, and true duty* 
G&.Amen,makemedie a good old man. 

Thats the butt end of my mothers blefling: 
linarucll why hergracedidleaucitout 1 
Bnc^.You cloudy Princes, and heart forrowing Peeres, 
That bearc this mutuall heauie load'of moane, 

Now chearc each other, in eachothers loue: 

Though we haue fpent our harueft for this King, 

VVe arc to reape the harueft of his foone : 

The broken rancour of your high fwolne hearts, 
Butlatelyfplinted,knit,andioynd together, 

Muft greatly be preferu'd,cheri(ht,and kept. 

Me feemeth good that with fotne little trainc, " 

Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fctcht 
Hither to London, to be crownd our King. 

£ t 



The Tragedie 

GJc.Then be it fo .• and goe we to determine 
Who they (ball be that (hraight (hal poft to Ludlow? 
Madame, and you my mother, will you go. 

To giue your cenfuresin this waightie bufinclTe. 

e^With all our heart?. Exeunt, manet Clo.But\. 
Eiuek* My Lord,who euer iourneyes tothePrince, 

For Gods fake let not vs two be behind-*. 

For by the way lie fort occafion, 

As index to the ftorie we lately talkt off, 

To part theQueenesproud kindred from the king* 

G/oMy other fel(e,my counfels confiftorie. 

My Oracle, my Prophet,my deare Cofen : 
j like a child will goe by thy diredion: 

Towards Ludlow then.for we will not flay behinde, Extu 
Enter two Cittizxns, 

i.Cit, Neighbour well met,whither away fo fall ? 

a. Cit. I promife you,l fcarcelv know my felfe. 

i .Heare you thenewes abroad? 

a.Ijthat the King is dead. 

i. Bad newes birlady , feldome comes the better, 

1 feare, I feare, twillprooue a troublefome world. Enter*™. 

% .Ch.Good morrow neighbours. ther Cit, 

Doth this newes hold of good King Edwards death ? 

*.I t doth. 3. Then rnaifters looke to fee a troublous world. 
1 .No, no, by Gods grace his fonne (hall raigne. 

3 , Woe to that land thats gouernd by a childc. 
a .In him there is a hope ofgeuernment, 

That in his nonage,counfell v ndcr him, 

And in his full and ripened y cares, himfclfc, 

No doubt (hall then,and till then gouerne well. 

1. 50 flood the ftate when Harry the lixt 
Was crown d at Paris, but at nine moneths old. 

3 .Stood the ftatefo ? no good my friend not fo, 

For then thisland wasfamoufly cnricht _ 

With politike graue ceunfell : then the King 
Had vertuous Vncles t© proted his Grace. 

2.50 hath this, both by the father and mother. 

3 .Better it were they all came by the father. 

Or by the father there were noneat all : 



of Richard theThird. 

E«r emulation now, who (ha’l bencarcft, 

Which touch vs all too neareif God preuent not; 
Ohfullot danger i. the Duke of Gloceflcr, 

And the Queenes kindred hautie and proude, 

And were they to be rulde,and not rule, 

J,, . landmi®ht folaceas before# 

T Come,come,we?eare the wortt, all (hall be well. 

* vvhen clouds appeare,wife men put on their doakes. 
When great leaues fall, the winter is at hand : 

When thelun fets, who doth not lookefor night l 
Vntimely ftormes make men exped a dearth; 
oilmen be well: but ifGodlortitfo, 

Tis more then we defender I exped. 

i. Truly thefoules of men are tullof dread : 

Te cannot almaft realon with a man 
Thatlookes not hcauily and full of feare. 

1 .Before the times of change, ftifl is it fb ; 

By a deuine inftind mens mindes miftruft 
Enfumg dangers .as by proofe we fee. 

The waters (well before a boy ftous ftorme. 

But leaue it all to God : whither away f 

j. We are fent for to the Iuftice. 

5 .And fo was 1 , lie beare you company . Exeunt . 

Enter Cardimll, Dutches ofT*rVe,gti.Jong Yarke. 

Car. Laft night I heard they lay at Northampton, 

At Stoniflratford will they be to night, 

Tomorrow or next day they will beheere. 

Dwt. 1 long with.all my hearrro fee the Prince, 

1 hope he is much growneflncelaft lfaw him. 

^«.But I heare no, they fay my feonne of \ orke 
Hath ouertane.him inhis growth. 

Tor. 1 mother.but 1 would not haueitfo. 

Dttt . Why, my yongCoufin it is good togiow. 
7er.Granam,one night as we did lit atfupper, 

My VncleRiuers talkt how I didgrow 
More then my brother. I quoth ruy VncleGlo. 

Small hcarbshaue grace, great weeds grow apace : 

A«d fince me thinkes 1 would not grow (o raii, 

Becaufcfweetc flowers are (low, and weedcs ma-ce half. 

E j 
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Dwf.Good faith,good faith ; the fayingdid not hold, 

In him that did obieft the fame to thee : 

He was thewrctchedft thiogwhen he wasyong, 

So long a growing and fo leilurely. 

That if this were a rulc,he fliould be gracious, 

O.Why Madame, fo no doubt he is, 

D/rf.lhope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt, 

2>.Now by my troth if I had been remembred, 
Icouldhauegiucnmy Vncles Grace a flour, (mir^. 

That fhould hauc neerer toucht his growth then he did 
But. How my prettic Yorke ? I pray thee let me hcarc it. 
Tor. Marry they fay, that my Vnde grew fo faw. 

That he could gnaw a cruft at two houres old ; 

Twas full two yeares ere I could get a tooth. 

Gwnam,this would haue bcenea prittie ieft, 

‘But A pray thee prettie Yorke,\yhotold thee fo? 
TonGranain, his Nurfe. 

Z>#f.Why,(lie was dead erethou wert borne. 

TVr.Iftwere not flie,I cannot tell who told me. 

Qu. A perillous Boy : go too ; you are too flirewd. 
Cw-.Good Madame be not angry with thechild. 
t ^».Pitchers haue eares. Enter Dorfct, 

CW-.Here comes yourfonnc,Lord Marques Dorfet, 
What newes Lord Marques ? 

DenSuch newes,my Lord, as gricues metovnfold. 
t <£a.How fares the Prince ? 
bor.Well,Madame,and in health. 

But . What is the newes then? 

Dor.Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray, are fent toPomfrct, 
With them, j'ir Thomas Vaugham,prifoners. 

But. Who hath committed them ? 

Bor . The mightie Dukes, Glocefter and Buckingham. 
Car . For w hat offence ? 

Dcr.Thc ftimmcof all lean, l hauedifclofedt 
Why, or for what thefe Nobles were committed, 

Is all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. 

Jfn. Ay me, I fee the downefall of our houfc, 

The Tygcr now hath ceazd the gentle Hindc : 
Infultingtyranniebrginstoiet 
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Vpon theinnocentand lawlelTe throane : 

Welcome deftrudion.death and malTacre. 

1 fee as in a Mappc the end o f all. 

£j»r.Accurfed and vnquietwranglingdaies, 

How many of you hauc mine eyes beheld ? 

My husband loft his life to get thecrowne. 

And often v p and downe my Tonnes were toft, 
for me to ioy and weepe their gaine and lotTc, 

And being feated, and domeftickc broyles 
Cleanc ouerbIow'ne,themfekies the conquerours. 

Make war vpon themfelues,blood again# blood, 

Selfe again ft felfe,0 prepofterous 
And franktice outrage>end thy damned lplecne^ 

Or let me d ie to lookc on death no more. 

j2«.Come,come,my boy,v\e will to i’amftoarie. 

But, lie goe along with you, 
jj^You haue nocaufe. 

Car. My gracious Lady, go. 

And thither bare your treafure and your goods, 

Formy parr, lie refigne vnto your Grace, 

The Seale 1 kccpe,and fo betid to me, 

As well I tender you, and all of yours : 

Come ile conduct you to the Sanfluarie. Exeunt. 

The Trumpets found. Enter young Prince, the B tike of 

(jlofterytnd Buckingham, Cardinally &c, (ber. 

I?/«r£.WelcomefweefePrinceto London to your cham- 
Glo. Welcome deare Cofen my thoughts foueraigne; 

The weary way hath made you melancholic. 

/ > W».No Vncle,but our crolTcs on the way, 

Haue made it tedious,wearifom,and heauie : 
i Iwantmore Vncles here to welcome me. 

C/e.SwectcPrince, the vntainted vertuc of your y eate^, 
Haue not yet diued into the worlds deceit: 

Mor more can you diftinguifli of a man. 

Then of his outward fhew,whieh God he know es, 

Scldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart, 

Thofc Vncleswhichyou want, were dangerous, 
j Your grace attended to their fugred words. 

But lookt noton the poyfon of their hearts : 

God 
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God kccpe you from them, and from fuch falfe friends* 
prin. God kccpe me from falfe friends, but they were none. 
Gb.My Lord, the Maior ofLondon comes to greeteyou. 
Enter Lord Maior. 

Lo.M.G od bleireyour Grace,with health and happie daies. 

Am.Ichankeyou good my Lo. and thanke you all, 

I thought my mother and my brother Yorke, 

Would long ere this hauc met vs on the way : 

Fie, what a (lug is Haftings that he comes not 
To tell vs whether they will come or no. Enter L.Hajf. 

Buck. A nd in good time here comes the fweating Lord. 
prin. Welcome my Lord, what, will ourmothercomc i 
Hafi. On what occalion God he knowes,not I: 

The Queene your morher,andyour brother Yorke 
Haue taken Sanduarie; The tender Prince 
Would faine come with me to meete your Grace, 

But by his mother was perforce with-held. 

Buc. Fie, what an indued and petuirti courfe 
Is this of hers? Lord Cardinal!, willyour Grace 
Perfwade the Queeneto fend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto Ns Princely brother prefently ? 

If (he denie,Lord Haftings go wit h them. 

And from heriealous armes placke him perforce. 

Car My Lo.ofBuckingham,ifmy weakc oratorio 
Can from his mother winne the Duke of Y orke. 

Anon exped him hcere : but if (he be obdurate 
To mildc entreaties, God forbid 
Wefliould infringe the holy priuiledge 
Of bleffed Sanduarie ;. not for all this laud. 

Would I be guiltie of fo great afinne. 

'Buck . You are toofencelelfeobflinate my Lord, 

To© ceremonious and traditionall. 

Weigh it but with the greatnelfe of this age. 

You breakc not Sanduarie in fearing him; 

The benefit thereof is alwaics granted 

To thofc whofe dealings haue deferued the place, 

And thofe who haue the wittoclaimetheplace. 

This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor deferued it, 

And therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. 






Then 
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Then take him from thence that is not there, 

You breake no priuiledge nor charter there* 

Oft haue I heard of Saduarie men, 
gut Sanduarie children neuer till now* 

Car .My Lord, you fhallouer-rulemy mind for once/ 
Come on Lord Haftings, will you goe with me ? 

Hafi, I goe my Lord. Exit. Car. & Haft 

Prt.Good Lords make all the fpeedie haft you may. 

Say Vncle Glocefter, if our brother come, 

Where fhall we foioume till our Coronation ? 

Glo. Where it thinkft beft vnto your royallfelfe: 

If I may counfell you, fome day or two 
Your highnefle fhall repofc you at the Tower : 

Then where you pleafe and fhall be thought mod fit 
For your beft health and recreation* 

Pri, I doe not like the Tower of any place : 

Did Iulius Cajer build that place my Lord ? 

Bucks He did, my gratious Lo* begin that place. 

Which fince fucceding ages haue reedified. 

Prin. Is it vpon recorder elfe reported 
Suceffiuely from age to age he built it f 
BttckMpon record my gracious Lord* 

Prin. But fay my Lord it were not regi fired, 
Methinkesthe truth fliould liue from age to age. 

As twere retaild to all pofteritie, 

Euen to the gcnerall ending day. 
glo. So wife,fo yong,they fay do neuer liue long* 

Am. What fay you Vncle ? 

<7/o.I fay, without Caraders fame liues long .* 

That like the formall vice,iniquitie, 

I moralize two meanings in one word. 

Am. That Iulius Cafar was a famous man. 

With what his valour did inrich his wit. 

His wit let downc to make his valour liue: 

Death makes no conqueft of his conqaerouf. 

For now heliues in fame,though not inlife : 

He tell you what my Coufen Buckingham. 

Awf. What my gracious Lord? 

'Erin. And ifl liue vn till I bea man, 

F 
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lie winnc our ancient right in France againe, 

Or dye a fbuldier as 1 liu d a Ring. 

Glo. Short fommers lightly hauc a forward fpring. 
Enter jong Yorke. Hafiings, Cardinal. 

£mc. Now in good time, here comes the Duke of Yorke. 
Prtn, Richard oiYerke.how fares our noble brother; 
Ter .Well my deare Lord : fo mud 1 call you now. 
<?ra, 1 brother to our gnefc,a$ it is yours ; 

Too late lie dide that might haue kept that title, 

Which by his death hath loft much maieftie. 

Glo . How fares our coufen noble Lo.o {Yorke } 

Yor.l thanke you gentle vncle. O my Lord, 

You faid that Idle weeds are faft in growth ; 

ThcPrince my brother hath out grownc roc farre, 

Glo . He hath my Lord. 

Yor. And therefore is he idle ? 

Cjlo.O\\ roy fairc coufen, I muft not fay fo. 

Yor . Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

6/e. He may command me as my foueraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Yor.l pray you V ncle giue me this dagger. 

Glo . My dagger litle coufen, with all my heart. 

Prin .A begger brother l 

Ter.Ofmy kind V ncle that I know will giue. 

And bemgbutatoy,which is no gift to giue. 

Glo. A greater gift then that, ile giue my cofcn. 

Yor. A greater gift l O thats the (word too it. 
g/o.l gentle co fen, were it light enough. 

Yor.Q then I fee you will part but with light gifts. 

In w eightier things youle fay a begger nay. 

Glo.lt is too weightie for you grace to weare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were itheauier. 

Glo. What, would you hauc my weapon little Lord ? 
Yor . I w ould that I might thanke you as you call me* 
Glo. How i Yor. Litle. 

prin * My Lo : of Yorke will ftill be crolfe in talke; 
Vncle your grace knowes how to beare with him. 

Yor You meanc to beare me, not co beare with me ; 
Vncle, roy brother naockes bothyou and me 
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ftecaufethat I amlitle like an ^pe. n 

He thinkes thatyou lliould beare me on your fhoulders. 

Bmc. With what a fharpeprouided wit he reatons. 

To wittigate thefcorne he giue his vncle, 

He pretely and aptly taunts himfelfe: 

So cunning and fo young is wonderfull. 

Glo. My Lo; wilt pleafe you paTe along ? 

My felfe and my good coufen Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, to intreat of her 
To mcetyou at the T ower,and welcome you. 

Yor . What will you goe vnto the T ower my Lord ? 

PriftMy Lord Protestor will haue it fo. 

Yor.l lhall not fleepe i n quiet at the T ower. 

GY*. Why, what fhould you feare ? 

2V.Mary my vncle Clarence angry ghoft : 

My Granara told mehe was murdredtherc, 

‘Prin, I feare no vncics dead. 

Glo. Nor none that liuc, I hope. 

Prin. And if they Hue, I hope I need not feare. v 

But come my L. with a heauie heart 
Thinking on thcm,goe 1 vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt .Prin. Y or.Hafl/Dorfmanet. Bijb. Buc. 

2?#f.Thinke you my Lo ; thislitieprating Yorke, 
Whasnotincenfed by his fubtile mother, 

To taunt and fcornc you thusopprobrioufly? 

Glo.No doubt,no doubt, Oh tis a perilous boy, 

Bold,quicke,ingenlousjforward,capable, 

He is all the mothers, from the top to toe. 

J?#r.Well let them reft .-comehither Gatesbj, 

Thou art fworneas deepely to effeift what we intend, 
tAs elofely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgdevpontheway s f 

What thinkeft thou, is itnotaneaile matter 
T o make William L. HajUngs of our mindc, 

For the mftalment of this noble Duke, 

In the fcatetoyallofthis famous Ile l 
Catef. He for his fathers fake fa loues thcPrince, 

That he will not be wonne co ought againft him. 

/tw.What thinkeft thou then of Stanley, whatwill hei 

F a Cut. 






The Tragedie 

Cat. He will doe all in all as Haflings doth. 
j?#c.Well,then n© more but this : 

Go gentle £*tesbj > and as it were a farre off, 

Sound Lord Hafttngshow he Bands affeded 
Vnto our purpofc,lf he be willing, 

Encourage him, and Ihew him all our reafons : 

IfTc be leaden, Icie, cold, vnwilling, 

Be thou To too: and fo breake off your talke. 

And giue vs notice of his inclination. 

For we to morrow hold deuided counfcls, 

Wherein thy felfe (halt highly be employed. 

C/o.Commend me to Lord William, teU him Catesbj 
His ancient knot of dangerous aduerfaries 
To morrow are let blood at Pomfret Caftle, 

And bid my friends for ioy ofthis good newes, 

Giue gentle MiBris Shore ^ one gentle kiiTe the m^re. 

Suck^ Good Catesbj effed this bufinelfefoundly. 

Cat. My good Lords both : with all the heede I may. 
G/o.vShall we heare from you Cateshj ere we fleepe ? 

Crf/. You (hall my Lord. Exit Cateshj . 

Glo. At Crosby place, there fhall you findevsboth. 

Buck; Now my Lord, what fhall wc do,ifweperceiue 
William Lord Haflmgs will not yeeld to our complots ? 

(7/c. Chop off his head man/ome what we willdo, 

And looke when I am King, claime thou of me 
The Earlcdome of Hertford and the mooueables. 

Whereof the King my brother flood poflefl . 

£uck.l\c claime that promife at your Graces hands . 

Cjlo. And looke to haue it yeclded w ith w illingnelfe. 
Comalct vs fup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digefl our complots in fome forme. Exemt. 
Enter a meffenger to Lord Haftings. 

MeJf.Wlnt ho my Lord. 

Haft.\Mho knocks at the coorc ? 

Meft. A melfenger from the Lord Stanlej. Enter L. Haft* 
Haft. Whats a clocke i 
Meff.V pon the Broke offourc. 

Haft. Cannot thy maifter fleepe the tedious nights i 

Meft.So it fliould feeme by that 1 haue to fay ; 

•• - Firff 
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Pirfl he commends him toyour noble Lordlhip. 

Haft, And then.C^cxfnd then he fends you w ord, . 

He dreamt to night, the Boare had caft his helme .• 

Refides he fayes, there are two counfcls held, 

And that may be determined at the one. 

Which may make you and him to rew at the other. 

Therefore he fends to know your Lordfliips plealure 
If nrefcntly you will take horfe with him, 

^nd with all fpeedc poll into the North, 

Tofhunthe danger that his foule diuines. 

Haft. Good fellow go,returne vnto thy Lord : 

Bid him not fearethefeparated councels : 

His Honour and my felfe are attheone, 

And at theother is my feruant Catesbj : 

Whcrcnothing can proceed that toucheth vs. 

Whereof 1 fhall not haue intelligence. 

Tell him hisfeares are (h allow, wanting inBancie. 

And for his dreames, 1 w onder he is fo fond, 

Totruft the mockerie«fvnquiet (lumbers. 

To flye the Boare before the Boare purfue vs, 

Wereto mcencethe Boare to follow vs, 

fsin d make purfuite where hedid meanc no chafe. 

Go, bid thy mai Her rife and come tome. 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where he fhall fee the Boare will vfe vs kindly. 

Me/. My graciousLord,Ile tell him whatyou fay. Exit. 

Enter (ftatesbj to L. Haftings. 

Cat. Many good morrowes to nay noble Lord . 

Haft, Good morrow Catesbj-. you are early Birring, 
Whatnewes, what newes, in this our tottering Bate ? 

Cat. It is a reeling world indeede my Lord, 

And I beleeue uviil neuer Band v pright 
Till tficvWwearethe Garland ofthcllealme. 

Haft, Who l wcare the Garland ?doefl thou meane die 
Cat. I my good Lord. Crowne • 

Haft, lie haue this crowne of mine, cut from my ilioul- 
Ere I wiilfeethe Crowne fo foule mifpJaftc: (detsj 

But canffthou gelfe that he doth ayme at it ? 

Gtr.Vpon my life my L. and hopes to findeyou forward 
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Vpon his party for the game thereof) r 

And therevpon he fends you this good newes .* 

That this fame very day,your enemies, 

The kindred oftheQueene,muft die at Pomfret. 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for this newes, 

Because they hauc bccne dill mine enemies : 

But that lie giuc my voyce on %tfhar&s fide. 

To baric my maiders heires in true diiccnt, 

God knowes 1 will not do it to the death. 

Qgjt. God keepeyour Lordlhip in thatgracious mindc. 
Haft. But I fliall laugh at this a twelmonth hence, 

That they who brought me in my maifters hate, 

I line to looke vpon their tragedic:. 

1 tell the Catesby. (ftat. What ray Lord; 

Haft . Ere a fortnight make me elder, 

9e fend fome packing, that yet thinke not on it. 

Cat, Tisavilethingtodiemy gratious Lord 
When men are vnprepard,andlooke not for it. 

Haft. O monftrous,monftrous,andfofalsitout 
With Rtuers, Vaughan, Gray tandfotwilldoo 
With fome men else,who thinke themfelues as fafe 
As thou,and I, who as thou knowft are deare 
T o princely Richard^md. to Buckingham. 

Cat, The Princes both make high account of you, 

For they accou nt his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. 1 know they do, and I haue well deferued it, 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

What my L. where is your Boare-fpeare man } 

Feare you the Boare, and goe you fo vnprouided ; 

Stan. My L. good morrow ; good morrow Catcsb) 

You may ieft on, but by the holy Roode, 

Ido notlikethefefeuerallcounccls I. 

Haft .My L. I hold my life as deare as you do yours, 
And neuerin my life 1 do proteft, 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you, but that 1 know our date fecure, 

I would befo tryumphantas lam? 

Jta.TheLords of Tow/ref when they rodefrom London 
Were iocund,andfuppof«le their dates was furc. 
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And indeed hadnocaafetomiftrud •• 

But yet youfeehowfoonethe day orecad. 

This fudden fcab ofrancor I mifdoubt, 

Pray God, 1 fay, 1 proue a ncedletfe coward, 

But come my L.iball we to the Tower > 

Haft. I go ; but day,heareyou not the newes l 
This day thofe men you talke of, are beheaded. 

Sta. They for their truth might better weare their heads, 
Then fome that haue accufed them weare their hats .• 
gut come my L. let vs away. Exit. L.Stan&ley , & Cat . 

Haft . Go you before, He follow prefently. 

Enter Haft tugs a Purfiuant. 

Haft. Well met Hafttngs , how goes the world with thee l 
7 #r.T he better that it pleafe your good Lordfhipto ask- 
Haft. 1 tell thee fellow,tis better with menow. 

Then when I met thee lad where now we meete; 

Then was I going prifoner to the T ower. 

By thefuggedion of theQueenes al ies .* 

But now 1 tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 

This day thofe enemies are put to death. 

And I in better date then cuer i was. 

Pur.G od hold it to your Honours good content. 

Haft. Gramercy Hafthgs, hold fpend thou that. 

He gtues him his purjfe. 

Pw.Godfaue your Lordfhip. Sxit.Tur , Enter aPneft. 
Haft. What fir Iohmyou arc well met .* 

I am beholdingto you for your lad day es exercife .* 

Comethc next Sabbotb,and I willcontentyou. He whi/pers 
Enter 'Buckingham , {in his ear e , 

Hue, How now Lord Chamberlaine,what talking with a 
Your friends at Pomfret they do needthe Pried. (pried’’ 
Yotir Honour hath no fhriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. G ood faith, and when 1 met this holy man, 
Thofcmen you talke of, came into my minde .• 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord i 
Buc, I do, but long 1 fhall not flay, 

Jfhall returne before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haft. Tis like enough.for I day dinner there. 

But. And fupper tco,although thou knowh it not : 
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Come,fliall wc goe along ? 

Enter Sir Richad Ratlifteguith the Lord Ritter:, 

Gray, and ZJattghan, y rtf oners. 

Rat.Camz bring forth the prifonera* 

RtU'Sh Richard 'RsitRffe ) let me tell thee this : 

To day (halt thou behold a fubieft die* 

For truth, for duty, and for loyaltie. 

(yray.God keepe the Prince from all the packc of you : 
knot you are of damned blood-fuckers. 

Ritt.Q PomfretyPomfret. O thou bloody prifon, 

Fatall and ominous to noble Pceres •• 

Within the guilty clofure of thy wallcs 
'Ky ^Wtheltcondherewas hackt to death : 

And for more flaunder to thy difmall foule, 

W« giuc thee vp our guiltleiFe blouds to drinke. 

Gnsy.Now Margarts curfe if falne vpon our heads. 

For Handing by, when Richard ftabd her fonne. 

2tot.Theu cur ft ftie Haftings , then cur ft Ihe Buckingham , 
Thencurft Hie Richard . O remember God, 

To heare her prayers for them as now for vs, 
e^nd for my lifter and her princely fonne : 

Befatisfied dearcGod with our trueblouds, 

Which as thou knoweft vuiuftly muft be fpilt. 

Rat, Come, come, difpatch, the limit of your liucsis out. 
Riu, Come Gray, come Vaugham, let vs all imbrace 
And take ourleaues, vntill wc mcete in heauen. Exeunt, 
Enter the Lords to counfell , , 

Haft. My Lords at once,the caufe why w« are met. 

Is to determine oftheCoronation. 

1 n Gods name fay, when is this rayall day l 
Buc. Arcallthings fitting for that royall time? 

Bar. It is,and let but nomination. 

Tltfh. T o morrow then, I guelle a happie time. 

Buc. Who knowes the Lord Protellors niinde herein i 
Who is mod inward with the noble Duke l (his mind. 
Bi» Why you my L : me thinks you Ihouldfooneft know 
Buc.Who I my Lord f we know each others faces : 

But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine. 

Then I of yours; nor I no more of his, then you of mine, 




the time, 



my voycc, 



the Duke himfelfe, 
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Lord Haftings, you and he arencare inloue. 

Haft, l thanke his grace, I knowhelou 
But for his purpofeiiiiithe Coronation 
Ihaue not fQundgjJibifn,nor he deliuered 
His graces pleafuW 
But you my L. may name 
And in the Dukes behalfe lie giue 
Which 1 prefume he will take in good 
Btjh. Now in good time hccre comes 
Enter Glofter. 

GloMy noble L. and coufens all good morrow, 

I haue bene long a fleepe,but now 1 hope 
My abfcncc doth negledl no great defignes, 

Which by my prefence might haue bene concluded, 

Bstc, Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 

WtStam L. Haftings had now pronoun ft y ou part: 

I meane your voyce for crowning ofthe King. 

Glo.Thm my L. Haftings, no man might be bolder. 

His Lordlhip knowes the well,andloues me well, 

Haft.l thanke your grace. « 1 '' 

Glo, My Lord of Elic. * 

BiJb.My Lord. 

G/o.When I was laft in Holborne, 

Ifaw good ftrawberries in your garden there ; 

I do befeech you fend forfomeofthem. 

Btjh. Igoe my Lord, 

GYff.Coufen Buckingham ,a word with you : 

Catesby hath founded Haftings in our buftneile, 

And Andes the tefty gentleman fo hote, 

As he will leofe his head eregiue confent. 

His maifters fonne as wotfliipfull he termes it. 

Shall loofe the royaltie of Englands throane, 

Buc. Withdraw you hence my L. He followyou. Ex, Git. 
Bar, We haue not yet fet do wne this day oftriumph. 
Tomorrow in mineopinionis toofoone.* 

For I nay felfeam not fo well prouided. 

As elfel would be, were the da/'prolongcd. 

Enter the Bifhof of Else. (berries* 

Bifl*. Where is my L.Prote£lor,l haue fent for thefc ftraw- 

G Haft. 
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Haft . His grace lookes checrefully and fmooth today, 
Theres lume conceitor other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good nmrrow Withi&eh a fpirit, 

I thinke there is ncuer a man in Chriftendorae, 

That can letter hide his loue or hate then he •• 

For by his face ftraight fliall you know his heart. 

Dar , What of his heart perceiucyou in his face,. 

By any likelihood he fliewed to day ?, 

Haft. Marry, that with no man here he is offended, 

For if he were, he would haue iliewnc it in his face. 



Dar,\ pray God he bcuot,Ifay. 

Enter Q Softer. 

Glo.l pray you all, what do they deferue 
That doconfpiremy death with diuellifli plots h jhi < i 

Of damned wicchcraft,and that haue preuaild • . • " 

Vpon my body with their hellifli charmes? ku ' • 

H^/?.Thetendcrl6ueIbeareyour gracetny Lord, ~ssi ' ’ 
Makes me moil forward in this noble prefence. 

To doomethc offenders whatfoeuerthey be : 

1 fay my Lord they haue deferued death. 

§r&.Then beyour eyes the witnctte of this ill. 

See how I am bewitcht, behold minearme 
Is like a blaftcd fapling withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wifc,that monftrous witch* 

Gonforted with that harlot ftrumpetdTwe, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft. Iftheyhauedonc thisthingmy graciour Lord, 

If thou ProteRcrof this damned ftrumpet, 

Tel ft thou me of iff? i thou art a traitor. 

Off u ith his head , Now by Saint Paul, 

I will not dine to day Ifweare, 

Vntill I fecthcfame,fome fee it dene : m 
The reft that loue me, come and follow me. Exeunt, manct 
Haft. Wo, wp, for England, not a whit for me# Ca.with Haft. 
For I too fond might haue.prcuented this ; 

Stanley did dreame the boare did race his hclme, 

But 1 dtfdaihd it, and did fcornoro flic, 

Three times to day my footecloth horfe did ftumble, 

^fnd flai tied when he lookt vpon the T ower, 
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Asloth to beareme to the flaughter houfe. 

Oh, now I want the Prieftthat Ipaketo me, 

I now repent I told the Pursuant, 

As tweretfiumphing at mine enemiei. 

How they at Tomfret bloodily were butcherd, 
And I my felfe fecure in grace and fauour .• 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy hcauiecorfe 
Is lightened on poore Haftings wretched head. 



eisya 



Make a (liort Ihrift, he longs to fee your head. 

Haft. O momentary ftatc of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then foT the gtact of heauen * 
Who builds his hopes in airc* ofyour faire lookes, 

Liues like adronkeh Sayleronamaft, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into fatal! bowels of the deepe. 

Come leade rneto the blockc.bcare him my head. 

They fmile at me, that Shortly ihall be dead. Exeunt* 

Enter T)uke ofGleftcr and Buckingham inatmour. 

6Y<?.Comccoulcn,canft thou quake & change thy colour? 
Murther tby breath in middle ofa word. 

And then begin againe and flop agarnfe. 

As iftbou wert deftrabght arid mad with terror. - 

Buc Tut fcare not me. .?> 

I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 
vSpeake,and lookebacke,and prieon euery fide t 
Intending deepefufpition,gaft!y lookes 
Are at my ferutee like inforced fmilcs. 

And both are readie in their offices 
To grace my ftratagems. Entes Maitr* 

<7/#.Here comes the Maior. 

Sue. Let me alone to entertaine him. Lord Maior 
t?/#.Looke to the drawbridge there, 

7?«c.The reafon we haue fent for yotfi b twirl vvi 

Glo.fatesby ouerlooke the walle*. 

£*<r.Harke,I h caret drumme. 

Glo. Lookc backe.defend thee,hcre areencmier. - r i ! 

Buc God andourtniiiiccnciedefendvs, 

Glo.OyO, be quiet, it is C 4tts b t 
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Enter Catesbywith Hajlings head , 

Cal . Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and vnfufpeftedHadmgs. v 

G/o.So deare 1 loud the man, that I mud wcepe 
I tooke him for the plained harmelelfe man, 

That breathed vpon this earthaChriftian ; 

Looke ye my Lord Maior : 

1 made him my booke wherein my foule recorded 
The Hidorie gtall her fecret thoughts • , 

So frnooth he diub’d his vice with fhew of vertue. 
That his apparent open guilt omitted : 

I meane his conuerfation with Shores wife* 

He laid from all attainder offufped. 

Enckj Well, wcll,he toas thegayereft flieltred traits 
That euer liu’d, would you haue imagined. 

Or alnaoft beleeue,were not by great preferuation 
Weliue to tellit you? The fubtile traitor 
Had this day plotted in the counfell houfe. 

To murder me, and my good Lprd of Glocefter, 
Mayor. What,hadhefo? 

Glo. What thinkeye w;e are Turkes or Infidels, 

Or that we would againd the oourie ef Law, 

Proceed thus raftily tp the v*Uaincs death, j ; . 

But that theextreame pcrill of the cafe, 

The peace of £ngland,and pur pcrfon&fafetic 
In ford vs to this execution i 

Ma. Now fairc befall you j he deferued his death* 
>4nd you my good L. both, hauc well proceeded, 
To warne falfe traitors from the like attempts * . . 

I neuer looktfor better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with MidreiTcd^f. H 

glo , Yet had not wedetermined he ihoulddic, 
Vntill your Lordfhip came to fee his death, 

Which now the longing had ofthefe our friends 
Somewhat againd ©unmeaning hauepreueuted, 
Becaufe my Zord, we would iiaue had you heard 
The traitor fpeake,and timeroufiy confelle r.J 

The manner, and the purpofeof his ttoafP n » 

That you might well hauefignified the fame. .. 
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Vntothe Cittizens,whohappiJy may 
Mifcondrue vs in him, and waile his death, 

^ Ma My good £*y° ur graces wordfhaUferue, 

A swell as lhad fceneor'heard him fpeakc: 

And doubt you not right noble Prmccs both, 

Rut lie acquaint your dutious Citizens 
uVith all your iud proceedings in this . , 

Glo. And to that end wc wilhyonr Zordfhip here, 

To auoid the carping cenfurcs of the world. 

ffwr.Butfence you came top late of our intents. 

Yet witnefiewhatwe didintend,andfo my Zord adue. 

G/e. After, after, Coufen Buckingham. Ex* Maw* 

The Maior towards Guild-hall hies him in all pod. 

There at your roceted aduantageofthe.tiroe, 

Infcrre the badardy of Edwards children * 

Tell them hovyZduwd put to death a Citizen, 

Onely for faying he wouldmakc his fonne 

Heire to the Crowne, meaning (indeed) his houie* 

Which by the figne thereof was tearmed fb. 

Moreouer.vrge hishatefull luxurie. 

And beadiall appetite in change of lud, 

Which dretched to their feruants,daughters,wiuei, 

Euen where hisludfull eye, or fauage heart. 

Without controll lifted to make his prey : 

Nay for a need thus farre come neare my perfoTi, 

Tell them, vvhen that my mother went with child 

Ofthat vnfatiate Edward, noble Yorke, 

My Princely father then had wares in France, 

And by iud computation of the time. 

Found, that the ilTue was not his begot, 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Beingnothing like the noble Duke my father* 

But touch this fparingly as it were farre off, 

Becaufe you know my Zord,mc brother lines. 

^ac.Feare not, my Zord, lie play theO *©*• 

As if the golden fee for which I pleade, 

Wereformyfelfe. , 

Glo , I f you thriue well, bring them to Baynaros Ca ale* 

Where you fliallfindmewell accompanied 
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With rcucrend father# and well learned Bifliops. 

Buc . About three or fbure a clocke looks to hcare 
What ncwesGuild-haliaffordeth, and to my Lordfarwell 
C^.Nowwill I into take fome prime order ( Ex. But, 
To draw the Brats of C Ur cnee out offigh t, 

Andto giuc noticethatno manner of perfon 
At any time haue recourfe vnto the Princes* Exit, 

Enter a Scrtuenerwith a paper whit band. 

This is the Indidhnent of the good Lord Ha flings. 

Which in a fet hand faircly is ingroll’d. 

That it may be this day read ouer in Pauls : 

And markehow well the fequell hangs together, 

Elcuen houres I fpent to write it ouer. 

For yefternight by Catesbj was it brought me, 
Theprefident was full as long adooing. 

And yet within thefe fiuc houres liued Lor iHaflings 
VntaintedjVncxamined : free, at libertic : 

Here’s a good world thewbilc. Why who’s fo grolTc 
That fees notthis palpable deuicei 
Yet who to blind butfayes he fees it not ? 

Bad is the world, and all will come to nought, 

Wheafuch bad dealing mud be fecne in thought. Exit. 

Enter Glocefler at one doors, Buckingham at another . 
^/tf.How now my Lord what fay the Citizens i 
Buc. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The Citizenes are mumme,and fpeake not a word, 
(r/o.Toucht you the baftardy o( Edwards Children l 
Buc. I did ; with the infat ute greed inelfe of his defircs, 
His tyranny for trifles : hisowne baftardy. 

As being got, your father then in France: 

Withall I didinferre your lineaments, 

Being the right Idea of your fathet, 

Both in one forme and noblencfle of minde : 

Lay d v pon all your victories in Scotland 
Your Difcipline in warre, wifedome in peace t 
Your bountic,vertue,faire humilitic: 

Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 

Vntouch*t,or fleightly handled in difeourfe 

And when my Oratoriegrew to end, ^ 
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] bad them that loues their Countries good, 

Cry God faue=i?*c/w^,Hnglands royallKing. 
and did they fo ? 

A#e,No foGod helpcme. 

But like dumbe ftatues or brcathlefle ftones, 

Gazde cace on other and lookt deadly pale : 

Which when I faw, I reprehended them : 

And asktthe Mayor what meanes this wilfullfilcnce J 
His aniwere was, the people werenotwont 
To befpoketoojbut by the Recorder. 

Then he was vrgdeto tell my tale againe : 

Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Dukeinferd : 

But nothing fpeake in warrant from himfelfe -• 

When he had done,fome followers of mineowne 
Atthe lower end of the hall,hurledvp their caps. 

And fome ten voyces cryed,God £»ue K ing Richad : 

Thankes louing Citizens and friends quoth 1, 

Thisgenerall applaufe and louing flioute, 

Argues your wifedome and your loues to Richard t 
t/Aid fo brake offand came away. 

{?/«. What tonguelefle blocks were they, would they not 
3«r.Noby my troth my Lord. ( fpeake 

£/».Will not the Mayor then, and his bfetheren come ? 
3?«<r.The Mayor isfieere ; and intend fomes feare, 
Benotfpoken withall, but with mightiefute : 

Andlookc you get a prayer bookc in your hand. 

And Hand betwixt two Church-men good my Lord, 

For on that ground lie build a holy defcant : 

Be not eafie wonne to our requeft : 

Play the maydes part, fay no,buf take it. 

(jlo. Feare not me,if thou canft pleade as well for them, 
di J can fay nay to tlieefor my felt e. 

No doiibt weele bring it to a happieilTue. 

Buc. You (hall fee what 1 can do.getyou vp to the leads. Ex. 
Nowniy Lord Mayor, 1 dance attendance here, 

I thinke the Duke will not befpoken withall. Enter Catesbj. 
Here comes his feruant ; how now Catesby,\\htLt fay C3 he l : 
Cat . My Lord he doth entreate your Grace . 
Tovilithiintomorrow,or next day : 
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He Is within with twoo reuerend Fathers, 

Diuinely bent to me dilation. 

And in no worldly fute would he be mou’d, 

To draw him from his holy exercife. 

Zteff.Returnc good Catesby to thy Zord againe. 

Tell him ray fclfe, the Maior and Citizens, 

In deepe delignes and matters of great mconent. 

No leire importing them then our gencrall good, 

Are come to haue tome conference with his grace, 

Cat, 1 le him what you lay my Zord. Exit. 

Buc. A ha my Zord, this prince is not an Edward: 

He is not lulling on a leawd day bed. 

But on his knees at meditation : 

Not dallyi' jgwith a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with t\* o deepe Dmines j 
N ot llcepingto irgrollehi^iu-ebody. 

But praying to inrich his watchfuil foule, 

Happy were England, would rl is graciour prince 
Takeon himlelFcthcfoueraigiitit tiiircon, 

Butfure 1 fearc we fi,all neusr w innehim to it. 

Mat-Marry God forbid his grace Ihoulu fay vs nay. 

Enter Catesby. 

Buc, Ifeare he will,how now Catesbyj 
What fayes your Zord ? 

Cat. My Zord he wonders to what end you baueallemblcd 
Such troupes of Citizens to Ipeake with him. 

His grace not being warnd thereof before .• 

My Zord, he feares you meane no good to him. 

Buc Soxy I am my noble coufen fliould 
Sufped me that 1 meane no good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfetft loue to him, 

And fo once more returne and tell his grace : Exit, Cat, 

When holy and deuout religious men, 

*re at their beads, tis hard to draw them hence, 

So fweet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Rich* and two Bijlops aloft. 

OMaior.See where he ftandsbetweenetwo Clergimen. 
Buc . Two props ofvertuefor aChriftian Prince : 
Toftay him from the fall of vanitie, 

Famous 

.... . . 
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Famous V Untageuet gracious prince. 

Lend fauourable earcs to my requell: 

ylnd pardon vs the interruption 

Of thy deuotion and right Chriftian zeale. 

* git. My Lord, there needs no fuch Apologie, 

I rather do befcech you pardon me. 

Who carneftin thefcruiceofmy God, 

Negled: the vifitation of my friends : 

But lcauing this, what is your Graes pleafure? 

Buc. Euen that I hope which pleafeth God abouc, 

And all good men ofthis vngouernd lie. 

<7/o.Idofufpe<ft,I haue done fomc offence, 

That feeme difgracious in the Cities eyes. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance, 

Bue. You hauemyLord .-would itpleafeyour Grace 
c^tour entreaties to amend that fault. 

Clo.Elfc wherefore breath I in a Chriftian land? 

Sue. Then know it is your fault that you reftgne 
The fupreame Seate.thc T hrone maiefticall, 

T he Sceptred office ofyour Anceftor s. 

The lineall glory ofyour royall Houle, 

To the corruption of a blemilht ftocke .* 

Whileft in the mildeneffe ofyour Heepie thoughts, 

Which here we waken toyourCountryes good .• 

This noble lie doth want his proper limbes. 

Her face defact with fears of infamie. 

And almoft Ihouldrcdin this {wallowing gulph 
Of blind forgctfulnclfe and darke obliuion 
Which to recouer we hartily folicite 
Your Gracious felfe to take on you the foueraigntie therof, 
Not as Proteftor,Swtcard,<S’ubftitute, 

Nor lowly Faftor for an others gaine ? 

But as fuccefliuely from blood to blood, 

Y our right of birth, your Emperie, your owne : 

For this conforted with the Cittizens, 

\ our worfhipfull and very louing friends, 

And by their vehement inftigation. 

In this iuft fute come I to moue your Grace. 
gto. I know not whither to depart in filence, 
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Or biterly to fpeake in your reproofe, 

Be ft fitteth my degree or your condition ; 

Yourloue deferuesmy thankcs,but my defer? 
Vnmeritable fhunnesyour high requed, 

F ir ft i f all ob (lades we re c u t aw ay , 

And that my path were euen to the Crownc, 

As my right reuenew and due by birth, 

Yet fo much is >ny pouertie of fpirit. 

So mightie and fo many my defeds. 

As I had rather hide me from my greatnctlc, 

Being a Barke to brooks no mightie lea. 

Then in my greatnelfecouetto be hid, 

And in the vapour ofmy glory fmothered : 

But God be thanked theresnoneed forme, 

And much I neede to helpe you if need were, 
TheroyaUtreehathleftvsroyallfruite, 

Which mellowed by the Healing lioures of time. 

Will well become the feateof maiedie ; 

And make no doubt vs happie by his raigne. 

On him 1 lay,what you would lay on me : 

The right and fortune of his happie darres. 

Which God defend that 1 ihould wring from him* 
Bttc, My Lord, this argues confcience in your grace, 
But the refpeds thereof are nice and triuiall, 

All cii cumdanccs well confidered. 

You fay that Edward is your brothers fonne, 

So fay we too,but not by Edwards wife .• 

For firft he was contraded to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother liues,awitnelTe to that vow, 

And afterwards by fubditute betrothed 
To Bona, fifter to the King of France > 

Thefe both put by a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty-waining and diltrelfed widdowc, 

Euen in the afternoone of her bed dayes, 

Made prifeand purchafeofhis ludfulleye. 

Seduce the pitch and height of all his thought, 

To bafe declenfion and loathed bigamie, 

By her in this vnlawfull bed he got, 
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This Edward, whornc our mannersterme thcPrince : 
More bitterly could expodulate, 

Saue that for reuerence to fome 3liue 
1 giuc a fparinglimitro my tongue : 

Then good my Lord,taketo your royallfclfe. 

This proffered benefi t of dignitie ? 

If not to bleffe vs and the land withall, 

Yet to draw out your roy all ftockc. 

From the corruption of a buling time, 

Vnto a lincall true deriued courfe. 

Mai.Do good my Lord,your citizens entreat you. 

Cat.Q make them ioyfull,grant their lawfullfute. 

Glo. yflasjwhy would you hcape thofccarcsonmc, 
Iamvnfitfor date and dignitie: 

I doe befeech you take it not amide, 

Icasmot,nor 1 will not yecld to you. 

Buc, If you refufe it as in loue and zeale. 

Loth to depofe the childeyour brothers fonne, 

^fwell we k now your tender neffe of heart, 

And gentle kind effeminate remorfe. 

Which we haue noted in you to your kin, 
y*nd egally indeed to all edares, 
Yetwhetheryouexccptour futeor no, 

You r brothers fonne fhall neucr raigne our King, 

But we will plant fome other in the throne. 

To the difgraceand downefall of your houfe : 

-r4nd in this refutation here weleaueyou, 

Come Citizens, zounds, lie intreat no more. 

Glo. O do not fweare my Lord of Buckingham* 
CW.Call them againe,my Zord and accept their fute. 
c^»o.Do,good my Lord, lead all the land doe rew it. 
G/o.Weuldyou enforce me to a world ofcare ? 
Well,call them againe,I am not made of dones. 

But penetrable to your kind intreats, 
albeit againd my confcience and my foule. 

Cofen of Buckingham, and you 1'age grauemen, 

Since you will buckle fortune on my backe, 

To beare the burthen whether I will or no, 

1 mud haue patience to endure the loade, 
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Bu t if Macke fc and all or fo foule fac’t reproach 
Attend the fe quell of your impofition, 

Your meere inlorcement (hall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof, 

For God he knowes,and you may partly fee, 

How farre I am from the defirc thereof. 

May. God blelfe your Grace, we fee it, and will fay it. 
glo. In faying fo, you (halibut fay the truth. 

Buc. Then 1 falute you with this kingly T itle : 

Long liue King&ffwrd,Englands royall King. 

May. Amen. 

Buc .To morrow will it pleafe you to be crown’d ? 

Glo. Euen when you will, Gnce you will haue it fo. 

Buc.T o morrow then we will attend your Grace. 
(74>.Come,let vs to our holy taskeagaine ; 

Farewell good Coufen, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt, 

Enter Queene mother, Dutchejfe of 7 or key Marques 
Dorfet At one doorey ‘ Dutchejfe of Gloeejler 
at another doort. 

‘Dut. Who meetes v* heere,my Neece ‘ Tlantageuet i 
G)u. Sifter well met,whither away fo fall ? 

Dut. Glo. No farther then the Tower,and as I guefTe, 
Vpon the like deuotion as your felues, 

T o gratulate the tender Princes there. 

^«.Kind fitter thankes,weele enter all together. 

Enter the Lieutenant of the T over. 

And in good timeherethe Lieutenant comes. 

M. Licutenant.pray you by your leaue, 

Howfearesthe Prince? 

Lieu. Well Madam, and in health : but by your leaue, 

I may notfufferyouto vifithim. 

The King hath ftraightly charged the contrary. 
.^Jw.TheKing? why, who’s that? 

Lieu. I cry you mercie,I meane the Lord Protestor. 
fjln. The Lord protect him from that Kingly title : 
Hathhefet bounds betwixt theirloueand me : 

I am their mother, who (hould keepe mefrom them t 
I am their father, mother,and will feethem. 

Dut, Gl*. Their Aunt I am in lawjinlouc their mother; 

' " “ ' Then 
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Then feare not thou. lie beare thy blame, 
ind take thy office form theeon my pcrill. 

lieu.l doe befeech your Graces all to pardon me •• 

1 am bound by oath, 1 may not doe it. 

Enter Lord Standly. 

Start. Let me but meeteyour Ladies at an houre hence, 
And He falute your Grace ofTorke, as mother : 

And reuerent looker on, of two faire Quecncs. 

Come Madam, you mutt goe with me to Weftminftcr, 
There to be crowned "Richards royall Queene. 

ftu.O cut my lace in funder,that my pent heart 
May haue fome fcope to beate, or elfe I found 
With this dead liking newes. 

‘Z)w.Madam,haue comfort, how fares your Grace ? 
Qu, O Dorfet, fpeake not to me, get thee hence. 

Death and definition dogge thee at the heeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children. 

If thou wilt oucr ft rip death, goccrolTe the feas, 

And liuc with Richmond from rhe race of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this flaughter houfe>. 

Lead thou increafe the number of the dead. 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfe, 

Nor mother, wife, nor Englands counted Queene. 

Stan. Full of wifecare is this your counfcll Madam, 
Take all the fwiftaduantageofthe time. 

You (hall haue letters from me to me fonne. 

To metteyou on the way and welcomeyou, 

Be not taken tardie,by vnwife delay. 

Dut. Tor. O ill difpearling winde of miferic, 

0 my accurfed wombe,the bed of death, 

A Cokatnce haft thou harcht to the world. 

Whole vnauoydcd eye is murtherous. 

J’nw.Comc Madam, 1 in allhaftewas lent for. 

Dutch. And I in all vnwillingnelTe will goe, 

1 would to God that the inclufiue verge 
Of golden mcttall that muft round my browe, 

Wcrered hotte fteele to fe are me to the braine, 
Annoynted let me be with deadly poyfon, 
vind die, ere mencanfay.God fauethe Queene. 
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gu.isfl as poore foule,l enuie not thy glory, 

To feede my humor, wi(h thy felfe no harmc. 

< - But. Cjlo. No, when he that is my husband now. 

Came to me 1 followed Henries courfe, 

When Icarfe the blood was well wafht from his hands. 
Which ilfued from my other angell husband, 

And that dead faint, which then 1 weeping followed, 
0,whcn lfay,llookt on Richards face, 

This was my wiili,be thou quoth I accurft, 

For making tnc fo yong,fo old a widow. 

A nd when thou wed ft, let forrow haunt thy bed. 

And be thy wife if any be fo badde 
As miferable by the death of thee, 

*As thou haft made me by my dearc Lords death, 

Loe, euen I can repeatethiscurfeagaine, 

Euen info fhorta (pace, my womans heart 
Crofly grew captiue to his hsny words, 
e^hd proud the fubiedtsof my owne foules curfe, 

Which euerftncehath kept mine eyes from fleepe, 

For neuer yet, one houre in his bed, 

Haue I enioyed the golden dew of fleepe. 

But haue bene waked by histimerous dreames, 

Eefides, he hates me for my father fVarwici>e i 
And will fliortly be rid of me. 

Jgu. ^las poorc foule,lpittie thy complaints. 

Z)/ f 'f.G’/fl.No more then from ray foulelmournc foryour* 
Farewell, thou wocfullwelcomer of glorie. 

Dut.Glo. Adue poore foule, thou takft thy leaue of it. 

Z)»r.7or.Gothou to Richmond) & good fortune guide thee 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee. 

Go thou to fan<ftuarie,good thoughts polfclle thee, 

1 to my graue where peace and reft lie withme, 

Eigbtie old yearcs offoraowhaue Ifcene, 

And each houres ioy wraGkt with a weeke of teene. 

The Trumpets found, Enter Richard crowned, 'Bucking- 
ham, Catesby,with other Nobles. 
jO#g,Stand all apart.Cofen of Buckingham, 

Giue me thy hand : Here he afeendeth his throne. 
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Thus high by thy aduice 
And thy afliftance is K m gRyc hard Cent ed s 
But (ball wee wearethefe honours for a day l 
Oriballthey laft,and we icioycein them 1 
Buc. Still hue they, and for euer may they laft. 

Kw.Ri.O Buckingham, now I doe play the touch, 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed i 

A’ong Edward liues : thinkenow what I would fay. 

Bhc.S ay on my gratious foueraigne. 

Ring. Why Buckingham, ICay I would be King. 

Sue. Why foyou are my thrice renowned Liege, 

Xin. Ha : am I King i tis fo, but Edwardhues. 

Bhc. T rue noble Prince. 

Rin.O bitterconfequence, 

That Edward ftill Ihould liuc true noble Prince. 

Cofen, thou wert not wont to be fo dull ; 

Shall I be plaine ? Iwiflithe baftardsdead. 

And I would haue it fuddenly performde. 

Whatfaieft thou7fpeake fuddenly, be briefe. 

Buc.Yont grace may do your pleafure. 

Tut, tut, thou art albyce, thy kindneffefreezeth, 
Say,haue I thy confent that they (hall die / 

5 »c.Giue me fome breath,foine little paufe my Lord, 
Before 1 pofitiuclyfpeake herein : 

Iwillrcfolueyour grace immediatly. 

Gtf.TheKing is angry,fee,he bites thelip. 

King.l willconuerfc with iron wittedfooles, 

And vnrefpecf iue boyes,none are for me 
Thatlookc into me with conftderare eyes : 

Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpe<ft. 

Bey. Lord. 

Jftwg.Knowft thou not any whome corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a dofe exploit of death. 

Boy. My Aord,lknowadi(contentedGentleman, 
Whofe humble meanes match not his baughtie mindc. 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 

And will no doubt tempt him,to anything. ■ 

King. What is his name i .•* 

5^,Hisi^ine inyL( 0 rd, is Terrill 
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King. Goecall him hither prefently. 

The deepe reuoluing wittie Buckingham, 

No more (hall betheneighbourtomy counfell. 

Hath he fo long held out with me vntirde, 

And (lops he now for breath ? 

Enter Darby. 

How now.what newes with you ? 

Dar. My Lord, I hcare the Marquette Dorfet 
Is fled to Richmond, in thofe parts beyond the feas where 
he abides, 

Kmg. Catesby. CW.MyLord. 

ifwg.Rumorit abroad 
That ^nnc my wife is ficke and like to die, 

I will take order for her keeping clofe: 

Enquire me out fomemeane borne Gentleman, 
Whome I will marry ftraightto Clarence daughter, 

T he boy is foolifh,and I feare not him .* 

Looke how thou dreamft : I fay againe.giuc out 
That^nne my wife is ficke andlike to die. 
y4bout it, for it (lands memuchvpon, 

To flop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, 

I mud be married to my brothers daughter. 

Or clfe my Kingdome (lands on brittle glade, 

Murther her brothers,and then marry her, 

V ncertaine way of gaine.but I am in 
So farre in blood,th at fin plucks on fin, 

Tearcs falling pittie dwels not in this eye, 

EnterTirrel, 



Isthy nameTirrel? .. . 

Ttr. lames Tirrel f and your moft obedient lubiect. 
King, yin thou indeed ? 

Tir.Proue me my gracious foueraigne, 

iCwe.Dar'ft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine? 

Ttr.l my Lord, but I had rather kill two deepe enemies, 
Jfrw.Whytherethou haft it, two deepe enemies, 

Foes to my reft,and my (weete deepesdifturbs. 

Are they that I would haue thecdcale vpon: 

Tirrel,I meane thofe baftards in the -Tower, 

77r.Lctm« haue open meancs to come tothcra, 
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And foone lie rid you from the feareof them. 

King. Thou fingft fweet mufickcXome hither 7Vm«, 
Go by that token, rife an#i lend thine eare. Herrhijpers in 

Tis no more but fo, fay, is it done his tare. 

And I wilUouethce, and preferrethee too. 

Tir. T is done my gracious Lord. 

King. Shall we heare from thee TirreU,e re we lleepe? 

Enter Buckingham. 

Tir. Yea my good Lord. 

Bne. My Lord, I haue confidcred in my mind. 

The late demand that you did found me in. 

King. Well let that paffe, Dor/it is Red to Richmond. 

Bhc. (heare that newes my Lord, 

King. Stanly , he is your wiues fonne: W ell looke too it, 
Bnc. My Lord Iclaime your gift,my due by promife. 
For which your honor and your faith is pawnd. 

The Earledome of Herford and the moueables. 

The which you promifed I (hould pottette. 

Kmg. Stanly looke to your wife, if flie conuey 
Letted toRichmond you fliall anfivere it. 

Bhc. What (ayes your Highnette to my iuft demand ? 
King, As I remember Henry the fixt 
Did prophefie that Richmond (hould be King, 

When Richmond was a little peeuifli boy, 

A King perhaps, perhaps. Back. My Lord, 

King. How chance the Prophet could not atthat time, 
Haue told me, I being by, that I (hould kill him. 
j Bnc. My Lord,your promife for thcEarledomc, 

King. Richmond , when lad I was at Exeter , 

The Maior in curtcfie (hewed me the Caftle, 

And called it Ruge-mount,atwhich name I darted, 
Becaufe a Bard of Ireland told me once 
1 (hould not liuelong afterlfaw Richmond 
Bnc. My Lord. 

King, I, whatsa clocked 
Buck : 1 am thus bold to put your grace in minde 
Of what you promifdeme- 
King . Well, but whats a clocke? 

Bnc. Vpon the ftroke often. 
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King. Well, let it ftrike. 

Bhc. Why let it ftrike? 

King Becaufe that like a Iacke thon keepft the Broke 
Betwixt thy beggingand my meditation. 

J am not in the giuing vaine to day. 

Bhc. Why then refolue me whether you will or no i 
X. Tut,tut,thou troubleft me,l am not in the vaine. Exit, 
Bhc, Is it euenfo i rewards he my true feruice 
Withfuch deepc contempt, made 1 him King for this ? 

O let me thi nk e on Hafiingt, and begone 
To Brecknock j wh.ilemy fearcfull head is on. Exit. 

Enter Sir Francis Ttrrell. 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloudy deed is done, 

The moft arch-aft of pitteous matfacre. 

That euer yet this land was guiltie of, 

‘Dighton and Forre ft whom 1 did fubbornc. 

To do this ruthfull peece of butchery , 

Although they were fleflit villaines.bloudy dogs. 

Melting with tendernelTc and compaflion. 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad ftories? 

Loc thus quoth Dighton lay thefc tender babes, 
Thusjthusquoth ForreB girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablafter armes, 

T heir lips like foure red Rofes on a ftalke. 

When in their fommer beautie kift each othef, 

A hookc of prayers on their pillow laie. 

Which once quoth Aom-lifalmoft chang’d my mind, 

But OtheDiuell! there the villaineftopt, 

Whilft Dighton thus told on we fmoothered. 

The moft repleniibed fweetworkc of nature 
That from the prime creation cucr heframdc. 

They could not fpeake,and Co 1 left them both,. 

To bring thefetydings to the bloudy King. 

Enttr King Richard. 

here he come. .411 haile my foueraigne Liege. 

King. Kind Timll, and 1 happiein thy newesi 
Tir. If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget your happinefte.behappie then, 

For it is dooe my Lord. riii 
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King, But didft thou feethem dead i 
Tir, 1 did my Lord. 

hathburied them : 

Buthow orin what place 1 do not know. 

Km. Come to mcTirrill fooneat after fupper, 

And thou flialt tell the precede of their death, 

Meanc time but thinke how I may do thee good. 

And be inhsntor of thy defire. 

Farewell till foone. 

the fonne of Qarence haue I pent vp dole, 

His daughter meanely hauel matcht m marriage, 

Thefonncs oC Edward fleepe in tsfbrahamsbolomc. 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight: 

Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aifoes 
And yoHg Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne. 

To her I goe a iolly thriuing wooer. enter Catejty ♦ 

King. Goodnewesor bad, that thou comeft info bluntly* 
fat. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is inthe field, and ftill his power encreafeth. 

King. Sly with Richmondttoublcs me more near® 

Then Buckingham and his rafh ieuied army? . 

Come, I haue heard that fearcfull commenting, 

Islcaden feruitor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and fnaile-pac t beggery. 

Then fieric expedition be my wings, 

Ioue.CMereurie, and Herald for a King. 

Come mutter men, my counfaile is my uucld, 

Wemuft bcbriefe.when traitors braue the field. exeunt. 

Enter Queene Margaret fola. 
gu. Mr. So now profperitic begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 

Here in thefe confines flilie haue 1 lurkt. 

To watch the wayning of mine aduerlarics: 

Adircinduftion ami witnclfe too, 

And will to France, hopin^the confequcnce 
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Will proue as bitter, blacke and tragical!, 

Withdraw thee wretched Margaret, who comes heere. 

Enter the Queens, and the c £>utchejfe of Yorke. 

Qtt' Ah my yong Princes, ah my tender babes! 

My vnblowne flower, »ew appearing Tweets, 

It yet your gentle foules flic in the aire, 

And be nothxtin doome pcrpetuall, 

Houer aboueme with your ainewings. 

And heareyour mothers lamentation* 

gu Mar, Houer about her, fay that right for right. 

Hath dimd your infant morne, to aged night, 

cgtt. Wilt thou O God flie from fuch gentle lambes, 

And throw them in the mtrailcsof the Wolfe: 

When did ft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done? 
j 2m. Mar. When holy Mary died, and my Tweet Jon* 
Batch. Bli nd fight,dead life, poore mortall liuing Ghoft, 
Woes Tceane, worlds lhame, graues dueby life vfurpt. 

Reft their vnreft on Englands lawfull earth, 

Vnlawfull made drunke with innocents blood. 

J£u. O that thou wouldft as well afford a graue. 

As thou canft yceld a mclancholly feat. 

Then would 1 hide my bones, not reft them heere 

0 who hath any caufc to mourne but 1 4 
But. So many miferies haue crazd my v oicc 

That my woe-wearied tongue is mute and dumbe, 

Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead? 

Ght. Ctear. If ancient forrow be molt reuerent, 

Giue mine the benefit of flgniorie, 

A nd let my woes ff owne on the vpper hand. 

If (orrow can admit focietie, 

T ell ouer your woes againc by viewing mine: 

1 had an Edward, till a Richard kild him. 

1 had a Richard, till a Richard kild him. 

Thou hadtt an Edward, till a Richard kild him* 

Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richardkild him. 

But, 1 had a ' Richard too, and thou didft kill him: 

1 had a Rutland too, and thou holpft to kill him. 
gu.UMar.Thou hadft a Clarence too,n\\ RtchardUd hit* 

From forth the kentiell of thy wombe hath crept, ^ 
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A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death. 

That Dogge that had his teeth before hiseyes 
To worrie lambes, and lap their gentle bloods, 

Thatfoule defacer of Gods handy workc, 

Thy wombe letloofe to chafe vs to our graues, 

0 vpright, iuft, and true difpofingGod, 

How do 1 thanke thee,thatthis carnall curre 
Preyeson the i flue ofhis mothers bodie, 

And makes her pue-fellow with others monc. 

' Dut> O, Harries wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God witnefle with me, 1 haue wept for thee. 

9 u. Mar. Beare with me, I am hungry for rcuenge, 
Andnow 1 cloic me with beholding it: 

Thy Edward he is dead,that ftabd my Edward , 

Thy other Edward dead, to quite my Edward, 

YongYorke, he isbutboote,becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfedion ofmy Ioffe: 

Thy Clarence he is dead,that kild my Edward , 

And the beholders of this Tragicke play. 

The adulterate Haft mgs, Rtuen, Vaughan ,gr ay, 

Vntimely fmoothered in their duskie graues, 

Richardyet liues, hels blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their fadfor to buy foules, 

Andfend them thither, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his pitteous, and vupittied end, 

Earth gap es,hels burnes, fiends roarc, Saints pray, 

To hauenim fuddenly conucyedaway. 

Cancell his bond of life dcare God I pray. 

That 1 may liue to fay the Dog is dead. 

£u. O thou didft prophefie the time would come 
That i fliould wiili for thee to helpemecurfle 
That botteld fpider,that f oule hunch-backt toad. 

Mar. I cald the then, vaine flourifh of my fortune, 

Icali thee then poore fliaddow, painted Qn sene, 

The prefentationof, but u hat 1 was, 

The flattering index ofa dircfull pageant, 

One heau’d a high, to be hurld downc below , 

Amother onely, mockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou wert, a breath, abubble, 
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A figne of dignitie, a garifli flagge, >, 

To be the aime of euery dangerous (hot, 

A Qiieene in ieaft, onely to till the fccane : 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers? 

Where be thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy? 

Who lues to thee, and cries Godfaue the Queenc? 

Where be the bending Pceres that flattered thee? 

Where bcthc thronging troupes that followed thee 2 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a moft diftrelfed widdow : 

For ioy full mother, one that wailes the name; 

For Queenc, a very Catife crown’d with care : 

For one being fued too, one that humbly fucs : 

For one commanding all, obeyed of none : 

For one that fcornd at me, now fcorn’d of me. 

Thus hath the courfe of iuftice wheel’d about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of w hat thou art. 

To torture thee the morc,being what thou art. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doeft thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft proportion of my forrow ? 

Now thy proud ncckc, bcares halfe my burthened yoke. 
From which, euen heere, I flip nay wearied necke, 
Andleaue the burthen of it all on thee; 

Farewell Forks wife, and Queene of fad mifchance, 

Thefe Englifli woes, will makeme fmile in France, 

Ght„ O thou well skild in curfes, flay a while, 

Andteach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

£ht.Mar. Forbeare to fleepc the night, and fall the day, 
Compare dead happinefte with liuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that fl ew them fowler then he is; 

Bettring thy lofle makes the bad caufer worle, 

Revoluing this, will teach thee how to curfe. 

<9*. My words are dull, O quicken them with thine, 
OuJl/a.Thy woes wil make them fharp.Sc pierce like mine. 
^Dut. Why fhould calamitie be full of words? Exit M*. 

gu. Windie atturniestoyour client woes, 

Aierie fucccedcrs ofinteftateioyes, p D orc 
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„ „ rA breathing orators of miferies, 

Lctthem haue l'cope, though what they doe impart 
Heloe not at all, yet doe they cafe the hart. 

Thtt If fo» then be not tong-tide, goe with me, 

Jnd in the breath of bitter words, letsfmoothcr 
M V damned fonne,which thy twofonnesfmothered: 
Ihearehis drum,becopiousin cxclaimes. 

Eruer King Richard marching mthDrummes 
and Trumpets. 

King. Who intercepts my expedition? 

q) H t. A (lie, that might haue intercepted thee, 
gy ftrangling thee in her accurfed wombe, 

From all the (laughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

cut. Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crowne, 
Where fliould be grauen,if that right were right, 

The flaughterof the Prince that owde that crowne, 

^nd the dire death of rny two l’onnes,and brothers; 
jell me thou villaine flauc, where are my children? 

C«;,Thou rode,thou todc, where is thy brother Clarence? 
And little Ned Plantagcnet, his Sonne ? 

gu. Where is kind Hajhngs, Riuers } yaugh4n, Gray* 

King. A flourifh trumpets, ftrike alarum diummes, 

Let not the heauens heare thefe tel-tale women 

Raile on the Lords annointed. Strike 1 fay. The trumpets 

Either be patient, and intreat me fairc, founds. 

Or with theclamorous report ofwarre, 

Thus will I drowneyour exclamations. 

But. An thou my fonne? 

King. I,lthankc God, my father and your felfe. 

But. Then patiently heare my impatience. 

King. Madam I haue a touc h of your condition, 

Which cannot brooke the accent of reproexfe. 

But, I will be miidc and gentle in my lpcecli. 

King. And briefe good mother for I am in haft. 

But. Artthoufo haftic, I haue ftaid for thee, 

God knowes in anguilh, paine andagonie. 

King. And came I not atlaft tocomfortyou? 

But. No by the holy roode thou knowft it well, 

Thou camft on carth,to makethe earth my hell •• 
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A greeuous burthen was thy birth to me, 

T echie and waiward was thy infanue, 

Thy fchoole-daies fiightlull.delperate, wilde and furious: 
Thy age confirmde,proud,fubtill, bloudie, trechcrous, 
What comfortable hourecanlt thou name. 

That eucr grac't me in thy companies 

King Faith none but Humphrey hourc,that cald your grace 

To break etaft once forth of my compame : 

If H be fo gratious in your fight, 

Let me march on, and not offend your grace. 

Hut. O heare me lpeake,for 1 fhall ncuer lee thee more. 
King. Come, come, you are too bitter* 

Hut. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance. 

Ere from this warrc thou turne a conqueror. 

Or 1 with griefe and extreame age fliall perifli, 

And neuerlookevpon thy face a^aine: 

Therefore takewith thee my molt heauiccurfe, 

Which in the day of battcll tire thee more 

Then all the compleat armour that thou wear ft. 

My prayerson the aduerfc partie fight, 

And there the little foules of Edwards children 
Whifper the fpirits of thine enemies, 

And promifcthem fuccelTe and victory, 

Bloudie thou art, and bloudie will be thy end, 
Shameferues thy life, and doth thy death attend. Exit. 

^.Though far more caufe,yCt much lefie fpirit to curfe 
Abides in me, I fay «^men to all. 

Kmg . Stay Madam,! muft fpeake a word with you. 

(Oh. I haue no more fonnes of the royall blood, 
Forthee to murthcr, for my daughters, Richard 
They lliallbe praying Nunnes, not weeping Queenes, 
And therefore leuell not to hit their liucs. 

King. YouhaueadaughtcrcMd£/«-*£<rf£, 

Vertuous andfaire, royali and gratious. 

Oh. And muft (lie die for this? O let her liue, 

And lie corrupt hermanncrs,ftaineherbeautie, 

Slander my felfe, as falfe to Edwards bed. 

Throw ouer her the vaile ofinfamie. 

So (he may liue vafcarde from bleeding (laughter. 
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twill confelTe (he was not Edwards daughter* 

1 jfrW. Wrong nother birth, (lie isof royallblood. 

Ou.To fauc her life, lie fay (he is not fo* 
fc. Her life is onely fafeft in her birth. 
ga.An d onely in thatfafety died her brothers. 
ging. Loe at their births good ftars wdre oppofite. 
cut. No to their hues bad friends were contrary. 

, gi„g. AW vnauoyded is the doome of deftiny. 

gu, True,when avoyded grace makes deftiny, 

My babes were deftinde to a fairer death, 

If grace had bleft thea with a fairer life. 

Ki. Madart.fo thriue I in my dangerous attempt of hoftile 
As intend more good to you and yours, (armes. 

Then euer you and yours were by me wrong’d. 

gu. What good is couered with thefaceofheauen, 
Tobedifcouered that can doe me good. 
j6«<r.Theaduancement ofyour children mightieLady# 
6>«.Vp to fome fcaffold, there to loofe their heads. : - 
King. No to the dignitie and height of honor. 

The height imperiall tipe of this earths glory. 

Qu. Flatter my forrowes with report of it, 

Tell me what ftate, what dignitie,what honor, 

Canft thou demife to any child of mine. 

King. Euen all I haue, yea andmy felfe and aU, 

7/ill 1 withall endow a child of tnihe. 

So in the Lethe of thy angry foule. 

Thou drowne the fad remembrance of thole wrongs 
Which thou fuppofeft I haue done to thee. 

gu. Bebriefe,leaft thattheproceffeof thykindneffe 
Laft longer telling then thy kindnelfe doo. r 

Ki. Then know that from my foule I loue thy daughter 
jj^My daughters mother thinks it with her foule. 

King. What doe you thinke? 

£ht. T hat thou doll loue my daughter from thy foule, 
Sofrom thy louledidft thou loue her brothers, 

•4nd from my hearts loue, I doe thanke thee for it, 

Ki. Be not fo haftie to confound my meaning* 

I meane that with my foule 1 loue thy daughter, 

«^nd meane to make her Queene of England* 
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gu. Say then, who doeft thou meane ihall be her King? 
Kmg. Euen he that makes her Queene,who fliould elfei 
Qh. What thou* 

King. I,euen 1 , what thinke you of it Madam? 

cgu. How canft thou woe her? 

King. That 1 would learne ofyou, 

As onethatwere beft acquainted with her humor. 
gu. And wilt thou learne of me * 

Km. Madam with all my heart. 

9u. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A paire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 

Edward and Yorke, then happily (hewillweepe. 

Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Mar gar e 
Did to thy father, a handkercheffe ftcept m Rut lands blood, 
And bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith, 

If this inducement force her not to loue, 

Send her a ftory of thy noble a&s: 

Tell her thou mad’ ft away her vnckle Clarence, 

Her Vncke Riuers, yea, and for her lake 

Madeft quicke conueiance with her good Aon tJm,. 

King. ComejCome.ye mocke nic.cho is notthewajr 
To winne your daughter. 

<9«.There is no other way, 

VnlelTe thoucouldft put on lome other lhape. 

And not be flicWthathath done all this. 

King. Say (he (hallbe a high and might. eQueenc* 

<Du To waile the title as her mother doth. 

Km. Say I willloue her euerlaftingly. 

^ 5 . But how long fhall that title euerlaft? 
^.Sweetly inforce vnto her (ant l.ues end. 
gn. But how long fairely lhaU that title laft. 

King .So long as heauen and nature lengthens it. 

Qh Solong as hell and Rich*rd \\ kes of it- 
K?ng. Say I her foueraigne am her fub,c<J *J° * 

gyt Iheyour lubi eft loaths fuchfouerwnfi r;. 
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King. Be eloquent in my behalfe to her. 

Qu. An honeft tale fpeeds beft being plainely told. 

Kmg. Then in plaine tcannes tell her my louing tale. 

Plaine and not honeft is too harfli a ftile. 

King. Madam, your reaforre are too fliallow,& too quick.' 
(jfo. O no, my reafons are too deepe and dead. 

Too deepe and dead poore infants in their graue, 

I Harp eon it ftill fhall I, till heart-ft rings breake. 

King . Now by my George, my Garter, andmyCrowne. 
<%u> Prophan’d, dilhonor’d,and the third vfurped. 

King. I fweare by nothing. 

C{», By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George prophan’d, hath loft his holy honor : 

The Garter blemiiht, pawn’d his Knightly vertue: 

The Crowne vfurpt, difgrac’t his Kingly dignitic, 

1 Iffomething thou wilt fweare to be bclecudc, 

Sweare then by fomething that thou haft not wrong'd 
King . Now, by the world. 

Qu. Tis full of thy foule wrongs. 

King, My fathers death. 

$h. Thy felfc hath that diihonor’d. 

King. Then by my felfe. 

Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufeft. 

King. Why,then by God. 

£u. Gods wrong is moft of all: 

If thou had ft fear’d, to breake an oath by him. 

The vnitie the King my brother made. 

Had not beene broken, nor my brother flaine. 

Ifthou hadft fear’d to breake an oath by him, 

Thelmperiall mettall circling now thy brow. 

Had grac’t the tender temples of my child. 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here, 

Which now two tender play-fellowes for duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made aprey for worme> 

Kmg. By the time to come. 

Sln> That thou haft wrong’d in time orepaft, 
for I my felfe hauemany teares to wafh 
Hereafter time for time, by thee patt wrong’d, 

The children liue, whofe parents thou haft flaughtered. 
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Vngouernd youth, to wayle it with her age. 

The parents liue whofe children thou haft butcherd. 

Old withered plaints to waile it with their age : 

Sweare not by time to come,forthat thou haft 
Mifufed, ere vfed, by time mifufed orepaft. 

King. I entend to profper and repent, 

Sothriue I in my dangerous attempt 
Ofhoftile armes,roy felfe my felfe confound, 

Day yeeld me not thy light, nor night thy reft, 

Be oppofite, all planet s of good lucke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 

Imrnaculated devotion, holy thoughts, 

I render not thy beauteous princely daughter. 

In herconfiftsmy happinelle and thine. 

Without her follbwes to this land and me, 

To thee, her felfe, and many a Chriftian foule, 

Sad defolation,ruinc and decay, 

It cannot be auoided but by this : 

' It will not be auoided but by this ; 

Therefore good Mother ( 1 muft callyoufo) 
Betheatturneyofmyloueto her, 

Pleade what I will be, not what I haue beene, 

' Not by deferts, but what I will deferue: 

Vrge the ncceflitie and ftate of times, ^ 
exfnd be not peeuilh fond in great defignes. 

Qu. flialll be tempted of the Diuell thus? 

‘King. IjiftheDiuell tempt thee to doe good. 
o)u. Shall 1 forget my felfe to be my felfe? 

Ki n „. I, if your felfes remembrance wrong your lelte. 

But thou didft kill my Children. 

- Ki. But in your daughters wombe lie burie them, 

Where in that neft oflpicerie there (hall breed, 

Selfes of themfelues, to your rccomfiture. 

£)u. Shall I.goe win my daughter to thy will ? 

King. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

Qu. I soe, write to me very ftiortly. _ . 

W. Beare her my true loues kille : farewell, Exit |L' 

entingfoole^ndlhallowchangingwoman, EmrRat. 

My gracious Soucraigne, on the Wefterne co j^ b 
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Rideth a puiifantNauie; To the Ihore, 

Throng many doubtfullhollow-harted friends, 

Vnarnid, and vnrefolu’d tobeatethem backe; 

Tis thought that Richmond is their ^dmirall,- 
And there they hull, expecting but the aide. 

Of Buckingham to welco me them a fliore. 

King, borne light-foot friend, port to the D. of Norfolk?* 
Rtteltfe thy felfe, or Catesby, where is he l 
fit. Heere my Lord. 

Kin. Flie to the Duke: poft thou to Salisbury , 

When thou Cornell there : dull vnmindfull villanie 
Why ftandft thou ftill,and goeft not to the Duke* 

Cat. Firft mightie foueraigne,let me know your mind. 
What from your grace I fhalldeliuer him. 

King. O true, good Catesbie , bid him leuie ftraight, 

The greateft ftrength and power he can make, 
t^nd meet me presently at Sahsburie. 
fat. What is your highnelfe plcafure I fhal do at Salisbury* 
King. Why what wouldft thou doe there before I go? 
Rgt. Your Highnes told me I Ihould poft before. 
King.My mind is chang’d fir, my mind is chang’d 4 
How now, what newes with you? Enter Darby. 

Bar. None good my Lord, to plealeyou with the hearing, 
Nor none lb bad,but it may well be told. 

King. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why dooft thou runne fo many mile about. 

When thou may ft tell thy tale a neerer way. 

Once more what newes ? . 

Bar. Richmond is on the Teas. 

King . There let him finke,and be thefeason him, . 
White liuered runnagate,what doth he there l 
Bar. I know not mightie foueraigne but by guelfc, 

K ing. Well fir, as you guelfe,as you guelfe. 

Bar. Sturd vp by DttrfetjBuckingham and Ely-> 

He makes for England, there toclaunethecrowne. 

King. Is the Chaireempty/Is thefwprd vnfwaid? 
h the King dead? the Empire vnpotfeft? 

What heire of Torke is there aliue but we? 

who is EngUnds King, but great Tor kgs heire? 

K 3 Then 
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Then tell me what doth he vpon the fea? 

Dar. Vnlefle for that my Liege, 1 cannot guefle,' 

King • Vnlefle for that, he comes to b e your Liege, 

You cannot guefle wherefore the Welchman comes, 

Thou wilt rcuolt, and flie to him 1 feare. 

Dar. No mightie liege, therefore miftruft me not. 

King, Where is thy power then to beat him backc? 

Where arc thy tenants and thy followers i 
A re they not now vpon the Wefterne (bore. 

Safe conducing the rebels from their fhips. 

Dar. No my good Lord, my friends are in the North. 
King. Cold friends to Richard, whit do they in the N orth/ 
When they fhould feruetheir foueraigne in the Weft. 

<Dar. They haue not been commanded mightie foueraign, 

Pleafe it your Maieftie to giue me leaue, 

lie mufter vp my friends and meet your Grace, 

Where and what time your Maieftie fliall pleafe? 

King. 1,1, thou would ft begone to ioynewith Rtchntind, 

I will not tru ft you fir. 

Dar. Moft mightiefoueraigne, 

You haue no caufe to hold my friendfhip doubtfull, 

Ineuerwasnorneuerwillbefalfe. , . , 

It w. Well, go mufter men; but heare you, leaue behind 
Your fon George Stanley, looke your faith be firme.- 

Orelfe,hi$headsafluranceisbutfraile. 

Dar. So deale with him>asl prouetrueto you. Exit* 

Enter a CMeffenger. 

C Mef. My Gratious foueraigne, now in Deuonfbirc, 

As 1 by friends am well aduernied, 

Sn mUtant Courtney, andthe haughtiePrelate, 

Bifhop of Exeter, his brother there. 

With many moe confederates, are in armes. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 

Mef. My liege, in Kent the Guilfords are in armes. 

And euery houre more competitors. 

Flocke to their aide, and ftill their power encrealetn. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 

Mef. My Lord, the armie of tne Du ke of 'Buckingham. 

H* friketh hm. 

Ki»£ 
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King. Out on ye Owles, nothing but fongs of death. 
Take that vntillyou bring me better newes. 

jtfif Your Grace miftakes.the newes I bring is good 
My newes is, that by fudden flood and fall ofwater, 

The Dukeof Buck&ghams armie is difpcrft andfcattcred, 
And he himfelte fled no man knowes whither. 

, g tn g' OIcryyoumertie,Ididmiftakc, 

Ratcltfe reward him for the blow I gauc himt 
Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out. 

Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham} 

Me}, Such proclamation hath been made my liege. 
Enter another Mejfenger, 

tjlief. Sir Thomas LoueU, and Lord Marques Dorfet , 

Tis (aid my Liege are vp in armes. 

Yet this good comfort bring I to your Grace, 

The Brittain* Nauie is aifperfl, RichmondinDorfet/tnre) 
Sent out a boat to aske them on the fhore, 

Ifthejtovere his afliftants yea, or no: 

Who anfwered him they came from Buckingham 
Vpon his partie : hemiftrutting them, 

Hoill faile, and made away for Brittaine. 

Kmg. March on, march on,fince we are vp in armes, 
Knot to fight withforraigne enemies. 

Yet to beat downe thefe rebels here at home. 

Enter (fatesbie. 

Cat. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
Thatsthe beft newes, that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed.at Milford, 

Iscoldcr newes, yet they mud be told. 

Kt»%. Away towards Salisbury , while we reafon hero, 

A royall battell might be wonne and loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me. 

Enter Darby, Sir Chrifiophcr. 

Bar. Sir Cr.fiopher, tell Richmond this from me, 

That in the fttc of this moft bloudte Bore, 

My fon George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 
lflreuoult, off goes yongG*cr£whead, 

The fearc of that, withholds myprefentaidc. 
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But tell me, where is princely Richmond now ! 

Chrifi. At Pembrooke,ov at Hertford weft in Wales. 

Dar . What men of name refort to him? 

S. Chrifi* Sir Walter Herbert , a renowned fouldier. 

Sir Gilbert Talbot , fir William Stanley, 

Oxford, redoubted Pembrooke, fir lames Blunt, 

Kwe ap Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moe of noble fame and worth, 

And towards Londonthcy doe bend their courfe. 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

T)ar. Returne vnto my Lord, commend me to him. 

Tell him ; theQueene hath hartily confented 
He (hall cfpouie Elizabeth her daughter, 

T hefe Letters will refolue him of my mind, 

Farewell* Exett " u . 

Snter Buckingham to execution. 

Buc. W ill not King Richard let me fpeake w ith b im ? 

Rat. No my Lord, therefore be patient. 

Buc. Hafiings ,&nd Edwards children, Riuers, gray. 

Holy King Henry, and thy faire fonfoe Edward . 

Vaughan, and all that haue mifearned. 

By vnderhand corrupted,fowle iniuftice, 

If that your moodie difeontented foules, 

Do through the cloudes behold this prefent houre, 

Euen for reuenge, mocke my dcftruftion: 

This is AU-foules day,fellowes, is it not. 

^w.Whyt ihen" All- foules day, is my bodies Doomcfday: 
This is the day, that in King Edwards time 

1 wilht might fall on me, when 1 was found 

Falfe to his children, or his wines allies: 

This is the day wherein Iwifhtto fall. 

By the falfe faith of him I trufted mull: 

This, this All-foulesday, to my fearefull loule, 

Isthe determined refpitofmy wrongest 
That high all-feer that I dallied with. 

Hath turnd my fained praicr on my head. 

And giuen in earned what I begd in ieaft. 

Thus doth he force the fword of wicked men 

< 
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To turne their points on their maifters bofome: 
f^owCMargarets curfe is fallen vpon my head, 

When he quoth (he, (hallfplit thy heart with forrowj 
Remember Margaret was a Propheteire. 

Coine firs,conuey me to the blocke of fhame. 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the dueof blame. 

Enter Richmond with dru ms and trumpets. 

Rich. Fellowes in armes, and my moft louing friends, 
Bruifd vnderneath theyoake of tyrannie. 

Thus farre into the bowels of the land, 

Hauewemarchton without impediment: 

And heerc receiue we from our Father Stanley , 

Lines of faire comfort, and encouragement, 

The wretched, bloodie, and vfurping Boare, 

That (poll’d your fonimer-field, and fruitfull vines, 

Swils your warme blood like walk, and makes his trough, 

In your unboweld bofomes,this foule fwine 
Lies now euen in the center of this Iflc, 

Neeretothe towne of Leicester as welearne: 

From Tamworth thither, is but one daies march, 

In Gods namecheareon,couragious friends. 

To reape the harueft ofperpetuall peace, 

By this one bloudie triall offliarpe warre. 

1 Lor. Euery mans confcience is athoufandfwords 
To fight againft that bloudie homicide. 

1 Lor. I doubt not but his friends will flie to vs. 

3 Lor, He hath no friends, but who are friends for feare, 
Which in his greateft need will fhrinke from him. 

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march, 

True hope is fwift,and flies with fwallowes wings. 

Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

Enter K. Richard, Nor. Ratchffe , Catesby,with others. 

King. Hcere pitch our tents, euen here in Bojworth field. 
Why how now Catesby, why looked thoufo fad. ? 

Cat, My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

King. Norfo/ke, come hither: 

W»/o%,wemufl: haue knockes,ha, muft we not? 

War. We muft both giiie and take, my graciousLord. 
Kmg, V p with tny tent ther e, heerc will 1 lye to night, 

L But 
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But where to morrow? well ali is one tor that; 

Who hath delcried the number of the foe? 

Nor. Six or feuen thoufand is their great eft number* 
Xmg. Why, our battalion trebles that account, 
Betides, the Kings name is a tower of ftrength. 

Which they vpon the aduerfe partie want: 

Vp with my tent there, valiant Gentlemen, 

Let vs luruey the vantage ot the held, 

Gall for fome men offounddiredion. 

Lets want no difcipline,make no delay. 

For Lords.to morrow is abulieday. £*■ 

gnter Richmond with the Lords , 

Rich. The weary Sunne hath made a golden feat, 
And by thsbrighttracke ofhis herie Carre, 

Giues Agnail ofa goodly day to morrow; 

Where is fir William Brandon, he (liali beare my itanderd 
The Earle of mbrooks keepehis regiment, 
Goodcaptaine Blunt, beare my goodnight to him, 
And by the fecond houre in the morning. 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my tent. 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt before thou goelt. 
Where is Lord Jr^/yquarterd.doeft thou know? 

Blunt ♦ Vnles 1 haue miftane his colours much* 
Which well I am allur'd I haue not done. 

His regiment lieth halfe a mile at leafty' 

South from the mightie power of the King. 

Rich, Ifwithoutperillit bcpoflible, 

Good captaine‘3/#»r beare my goodn'ght to him, 
And giua him from me, this molt needfull fcrowle* 
Blunt, Vpon my life my Lord, lie vndertake it. 
Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giuc me fome lake and paper in my tent, 

He draw the forme and modle of our battell. 

Limit; each leader to his feuerall charge, 

And part in iuft proportion our fmall ftrength: 
Come, let vs confult vpon to morrows bufinelle. 
Into our tent, the aire is raw and co'd. 

Enter K. Richard , Nor. Ratchffe, Catesbie. 



Enter K, Richard, Nor. 
King, What isaclocke? 



of Richard the Third* 

fit. It is fix of the clocke, fullfupper time. 

Xing. I will not fup to night, giue me fome Inke & paper, 
What, is my Beauer eafier then it was? 

And all my armor laid into my tent. 

Cat. It is my Liege,and all things are in readineffe, 

Ring. Good Norfolk, e hie thee to thy charge, 

Vfecarefull watch, chufe trufty Ccntinell. 

Nor. IgoemyLord. 

j3ng*Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norfolk, e. 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord* 

Xing. Catesbic. 

Rat. My Lord* 

Kmg, Send out a Purfeuant at armes 
To Stanleys regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Jun-nfingdeaft his fonne George full 
Into the blind caue of cternall night, 

Fill me a bowleof wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke that my ftaues be found and n ot too heauy Ratchffe, 
Rat, My Lord. < * 

King. Saweft thou the melancholy L .Northumberland} 
Tigt, Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfe. 

Much likcCockfhut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the armie chearing vp the fouldiers. 

King So lam fatisfied, giue me a bowleof wine, 

I haue not thatalacritieof fpirit, 

Nor cheare of mind that I was wont to haue: 

&tiedowne, is Inke and paper readie? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 

Kmg . Bid my Guard watch, leauemee, 

Ratchffe about the midft of night come to my tent 
And helpe to armc me ; leaue me I fay. Exit Ratchffe. 

Enter Darby to Richmond in is tent. 

Bar. Fortune andvi&orie fit on thy helme. 

Rich. AH comfort that the darke night can afford, 
be to thy perfon , noble father in lawe, 

1 e 'l me how fares our noble mother? 

I byatturney bletle thee from thy mother, 

Q praies continually for Richmonds good) 

L 2 So 
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So much for that : the filent houres (leak on. 

And ftakie dafknelTc breakes within the Eaft, 

Inbriete, forfothefeafonbidsvsbc: 

Preparethy battell ear ely in the morning. 

And put thy fortune to the arbiterment 
Of bloudie ftrokes and mortall ftaring warre, 

1 as I may , that which I would I cannot, 

With beft aduantage will decetue the time, 

And aide thee in this doubtful! lliockeol armes.- 

But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 

Leaft being feenc thy tender brother george. 

Be executed in his Fathers fight. 

Far ewell, th c leifure and the karefull time. 

Cuts off the ceremonious vowes of loue. 

And ample enterchangeof fwcet dikourle. 

Which Fo long hindered friends fiiould dwellvpon, 

God giue vs leifure for thefe rights of loue. 

Once more adiew, be valiant and fpeed well. 

Rich. Good Lords conduft himto his regiment. 

He ftriue with troubled thoughts to take a nap, 

Leaft leaden (lumber peife me downe to morrow, 

When I fliould mount with wings otvittory. 

Once more good night kind Lords Sc gentlemen. 

O thou whofe captame 1 account my (cue, 

Lookeon my forces with a^raciouseye: 

Put in their hands thy brufinglrons o. wrath. 

That they may crufh downe with a heauie fall. 

The vfurping helmet of our adueriaries. 

Make vs thy Minifters of chaftifement, 

That wc may praife thee in the J‘^[j^ k 
To thee I do commend my watchtull lou e, 

Erellet fall the windowes of mine eyes. 

Sleeping andwaking, oh, defend me ftil • 

Enter the Ghofi of prince £d. Sett to Henry the ^ 

ghofi to K^c! Lei me fit heauie on thy foule o morrow, 
Thinke how thou ftabft me in my prime ofyoutn. 
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Of butchered Princes fight in thy behalfe, 

Kine Henries iifue Richmond comforts thee. 

1 ° Enter the Ghofi of Henry thefixt. 

ryfltoK.Ri. When I was mortality aanointed body, 

Ry thee was punched full of holes, 

Thinke on the Tower,and me : difpaire and die, 
j o^tbefixt bids thee difpaire and die. 
i RtckVevtuous and holy be thou conqueror, 

ffi07#that prophelied thou (liouldeft be King, 

Poth comfort thee in thy fteepe.liue and flouriftn 
Enter the Ghofi of Clarence, 

Ghofi, Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 

I that was waflit to death with fulfome wine. 

Poor tCUrence by thy guilebetrayd to death: 

To morrow in the battell thinke on me. 

And fall thy edgeleftc fword, difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou ofF-fpring of the houfe o fLaneafier , 

The wronged heires of Yorks do pray for thee. 

Good Angels guard thy battell, liue and flourilh. 

Enter the ghofis of Ritters, Gray, Vaughan. 

Ria. Let me fit heauie on thy foule to morrow, 
fen that died at pomfret jdifpaireand die. . 

Gray. T hinke vpon gray, and let thy foule difpaire. 

Vau^h, Thinke vpon Vaughan, and with guiltie feare 
Lctfall thy launce, difpaire and die. 

All to Rich. Awake and thinke our wrongs in ito.bolome, 
Will conquer him, awake and win the day; 

Enter the GhoftofL. Hafiings. 

Ghofi. Bloody and guiltie, guiltily awake, 

And in a bloody battell end thy daies. 

Thinke on Lord Hafiings, difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Quiet vntroubled foule, awake, awake^ 

Arme, fight and conquer forfaire Eng/andsCake. 

Enter the ghofis of tveoyong Princes . ' 

Ghofi to K.R. Dreame on thy coulinsl moothered in the 
Letvs belaid within thy bo fame Richard, lower 

And weigh the downe to ruine,(hame and death. 

Thy Nephewes foules bid thee difpaire and die. 

To Ri, Sleep e Richmond ([cepe in peace, and wake in 
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Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, 

Liue and beget a happy raceof Kings, 

Edwards vnhappy fonnes do bid thee fiourifli. 

Enter the Cjhosl of Queene Anne his wife* 
Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wite, 

T hat neuer (lept a quiet houre with thee, 

Now his thy (leepe with perturbations. 

To morrow in the battaile tninkc on me, 

And fall thy edgeleiTeiword.defpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quietfoule, (leepe thou a quiet (leepe, 
Dreameoffuccell'c and happy vidoric. 

Thy aduerfarics wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghoft of Buckingham. 

The firft was 1 that helpt thee to the Crowne, 

Thelaft was 1 that felt thy tyrrannie, 

O, in the battellthinkeon Buckingham , 

And die in terror of thy guiltinclle .• 

Dreame on,dreame on.of bloody deeds and death. 
Fainting defpaire,dcfpairingyeeld thy breath. 

To Rich. 1 died for hope ere I could lend thee aid. 
But chearc thy heart, and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds lide. 

And Rithard fals in height of all his pride. 

K. Richard flarteth out of a dreanfe, 

KSRjc. Giue meanotherhorfe,bind vp my wounds 
Haue mcrcie lefu : foft 1 did but dreame. 

O coward confcience, howdoefl thouafflidme? 

T Ire lights burne blew, it is not dead midnight : 

Cold fearefull drops (land on my trembling fle(h. 
What doe I feare my felfe? theres noneelfe by, 
RichardXoues Richard, that is, I am 1: 

Is there amurtherer heere? No. Yes 1 am, 

Then flie,what‘from my felfe?great reafon why. 

Left 1 reuenge.What’my felfe vpon my felfe? 

Alacke lloue my felfe,whcrfore. ? for any good 
That.tny felfe haue done vnto my felfe: 
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Ono: alas I rather hate my felfe. 

For hatefull deedscommitted by my felfe ; 
lainavillaine, yet 1 lye, lam not. 
poole of thy felfe fpeake v\ell,foole doe not flatter, 
jvly confcience hath a thoufandfeuerall tongues. 

And euery tongue brings in a feuerall tale. 

And euery tale condemnes me for a villaine : 

Periurie,in the higheft degree, 

]V]urder, fterne murder, in the dyreft degree, 

Allfeuerall finnes, allvfdein each degree, 

Throng all to the barrre, crying all, guiltie,guiltic,. 

1 (hall deipaire, there is no creature loues me. 

And if I die, no foule lhall pittie me ; 

And wherfot e ihould they? fince that 1 my felfe, 

Find in my felfe, no pitty to my felfe. 

Me thought the foules of all that I murthcred 
Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard* 

Enter Rat chffe. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who isthere ? 

Rat. Ratclife, my Zord,tis I ; theearely village cockc, , 
Hathtwife done falutation to the morne. 

Your friends are vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. O Ritclife, 1 haue dream’d a fearefull dreame, 
What think ft thou, will our friends proue all true? 

%at, No doubt my Lord. 

King. O Ratcliffe I fearc-, I feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord, be not afraid of ibadowes. 

King. By the Apoftle Paui, Ibadowes to night 
Haue itrooke more terror to the foue of Richard , 

Thencan thcfubftance often thoufand foulciicrs 
Armed in proofe,and led by (hallow Richmond. 

Tis not yet neare day ,come goe with me, 

Vndtr our Tents lie play the ewe(c -dropper. 

To hcare if any mcane to fhrinke from me. Exeunt 
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'Rich. Cry mercy Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen? 

That you haue tane a tardie lluggard heere. 

Lor. How haue you flept my Lord? 

Rub. The fweeteft llcepe,and faireft boding dreames,. 
Thateuerentred inadrowlichead, 

Haue 1 1'ince your departure had my Lords. 

Me thought their foules, whofe bodies Richard murthcred. 
Came to my tent, and cried on vitftorie; 

I promifeyou my foule is very iocund. 

In the remembrance of fo faire a dreame. 

How tar re into the morning is it Lords? 

Lor . Vpon the ftroke of foure. 

Rich. Why then tis time to arme, and giue direftion. 
More then 1 haue faid, louing country-men, ( miration to 
Theleifure and inforcement of the time, {hisjotudurt. 
Forbids to dwell vpon, yet remember this, 

God,and our goodcaufe, fight vpon our fide, 

The piayers of holy Saints and wronged foules. 

Like high reard bulwaikes, Hand before our faces, 

Richard except, thofe whom we fight againft. 

Had rather haue vs wlhne,then him they follow; 

For, what is he they follow? truely gentlemen, 

A bloudie tyrant, and ahomicide. 

One raifde inbloud,and one in bloud eftablifhed.* 

One that mademeanes to come by what he hath. 

And fiaugbtered thofe that were the meancs to helpe him : 
A baft foule ftone,madc precious by the foyle 
Of England* chaire, where heisfalflyfet. 

One that hath euer becne Gods enemies 
Then if you fight againll Gods enemie, 

Godvvillin iuftice ward y ou as his fouldiers; 

Ifyoufweare to put a Tyrant downe. 

You fieepein peace, the Tyrant being flame, 

If you doefight againft your countries foes, 

Your countries fat,lhall pay your paines the hire. 

Ifycu doe fight infafegard ofyour wiues, 

Your wiues fliall welcome home the conquerors : 

If you doe free your children from the fword, 

Your childrens children quits it in your age: 



then in the name of God and all thefe rights, 

At j uanCC y°ur ftandards draw your willingfwords 
For me, the ranfome of my bold attempt. 

Shall bethis cold corps on the earths cold face; 

But ifhhriue, the game of my attempt, 

the leaft of y° u ^ iare h‘ s P art thereof, 

Sound drums and trumpets boldly, and chcerefully, 

God, and Saint geerge , Richmond, and viftorfe. 

Enter King Richard, Rat . ere. 

King. What faid Northumberland as touching Richmond* 
Rat. That he was neuer train’d vp in armes. 

King. He faid the truth, and what faid Surrey then. 

Rat. He fmiled and faid, the better for our purpofe. 
King. He was in the right, and fo indeeed it is : 

Jell the clocke there The clockeftrikfth. 

Giue me a Kalender, who faw the Sunne to day i 
Rat. Not 1 my Lord. 

King. Then he difdaines to fiiine,for by thebooke. 

He fliould haue brau’d the Eaft an houre agoe, 

Ablackeday will it be tofome bodie Rat, 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. The Sunne will not befeene to day. 

The skie doth frowne and lowre vpon our armic, 

1 would thefe deawie teares were from the ground, 

Not fliine to day : why, what is that to me 
More then t o Richmond > for the felfe-fame heauen 
Thatfrownes on me looke fadly vpon him. 

Enter Norfo/ke. 

Nor. Arme, arme, my Lord, the foe vaunts in the field. 
Y.ing . Come,buftle,buftle,caparifon my horfe, 

Call v p Lord Stanley , bid him bring his power, 

1 willlead forth nay fouldiers to the plaine. 

And thus my battell (hall be ordered. 

My fore-ward fliall be drawnein length. 

Confiding equally of horfe and foot, 

Our Archers fliall be placed in the midft, 

Iohn Duke of Norfo/ke, Thomas Earleof.S’wmy 
Shall haue the leading of the footc and horfe, 
f hey thus directed, wc will follow 



= » 

In the mains battell, whole puilfance on cither fide 
Shall be well winged mith our chiefeft horfe? 

ThiSjand Saint George to boote,what thinkeft thou not. 

Nor. A good direction warlike foueraigne, Hefhewtth 
This found I on my tent this morning. bima f 

Jet key of Norfolk be not to bold, ~ 

For Dickon thy majler is bottgbt and [old. 

King. Athingdeuifedbytheenemie, 

Goc Gentlemen eucry manvnto his charge, 

Let not our babling dreames affright our foules, 
Confcience is a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifde as firft to keepe the ftrong in awe. 

Our ftrong arraes be our confc»ence,fv\ ords our lawe. 
March on,toync brauely 3 let vs too it pell mellj 
If not to heaucn,then hand in hand to hell. 

What (hall I fay more then l haue inferd, 

Remember whom you are to cope withall, 

A fort of vagabonds, Rafcols and runawaies, 

A feum of Brittaines, and bafe 1 ackey pefants. 

Whom their orecloycd countrcy vomits forth 
To defperate aduentures and allur’d deftruftion, 

You fleeping fafe,they bring you to vnreft: 

You hauing lands, and bleft with beauteous wiues. 

They would reftrainethe one,diftaine the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow? 






His Oration 
tohisumie. 



Long kept in Brittaineatour mothers coft, 
A milkefe 



A milkefope, one that ncucr in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fliooes in fnow: 

Lets whip thefe ftraglers ore the feas againe, 

Lafh hence thefe ouenveeningrags of /><*««, 

Thefe famiiht beggers weary of their liues, . 

Who but for dreaming on this fond ex ploit. 

For want of mcanes poore rats had hangd thcmfelues. 



If wc be connueredjct men conquer vs, 
^nd not thefe baftard Brittaines whom c 



And not thefe baftard Brittaines whom our fathers 
Haue in their owneland beaten, bob'd and thumpt, 
AtA on record left them the heirs of flume. 

Shall thefe entoy our lands, lie with our wiues? 
Raudh our daughters} harkc 1 heare their dram* 



Right 
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Rieht Gentlemen of England fight boldly yeomen* 

Draw Archers draw, your arrowes to the head. 

Spin your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood, 

Jfinaze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 

VVhacfaies Lord dW*y,will he bring his power? 

Mefi My Lord, he doth deny to come. 

Kmg. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord,the enemie is paft the marfh, 
^fterthebattaile, let George Stanley die. 

Xmg. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofome, 
^duancc our ftandards, fet vpon our foes. 

Our ancien t word of courage faire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fierie Dragons, 

Vpon them, viftorie fits on our helpes. 

^Alarum, txcurfions, Enter Catesbie . 

Cat. Refcew my Lord of Norfolk^, refcew,refcew» 
TbeKing enaCts more wonders then a man* 

Daring an oppofite to euery danger. 

His horfe is flatne,and all on foot he fights. 

Seeking for Ricbmondm the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord,or elfethe day is loft. Enter Richard* 

King, esd horfe, a horfe.my Kingdomefor a horfe. 

Cat. Withdraw myLord,jIehelpeyoutoahorfe. 

King. Slaue I haue fet my life vpon a caft. 

And I will (land the hazard of the dye, 

1 thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiuehauel flainc todayinfteadofhtm. 

A horle, a horfe, my kingdome for a horfe. 

Alarm, Enter Rtchard e? Richmond, they [ght, Rkhardts jlantr, 
theny etrait beingfmnded . Enter Richmond, Dor by bearing the 
Crovme, with other Lords. 

-Rich. God and your armes be praifed victorious friends, 
The day is ours the bfoudiedog is dead. 

Oar, Couragtous Ricbamd,\aeM haft thou acquit thee, 
Loe heere this tong vfiirped royalties 
From the dead temples of this bloodie wretch, 

Haue 1 pluck t off to grace thy browes withall, 

Weare it, and make much of it* 

Rieh. Great God ofheauen fay Aatea to all* 

M 2 
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But tell me, is yong George Stanley lining? 

T>ar He is my Lordjand fafe \nLcfter Towne? 

Whither ifitpleafe you, we may now w ithdraw vs. 

Ktch, What men of name are flamcon either hdc? 
IohnDuke of Nerfolke, Walter Lord Ferris, fir Robert 
Broker-bur ) , and firfVilliam Brandon. 

Rich. Enter their bodies, as become their births, 
proclaime a pardon to the fouldiers fl ed, 

That in iub million willreturne vs, 

' And then as we haue tane the Sacrament, 

Wc will vnite thcwhite rofe and the red. 

Smile heauenvponthis faire coniunaion. 

That lone hath frown’d vpontheir enmitie. 

What Traitor hetres me,andfayeanot ^mem 
England^ longbcenc mad,and [cardherfclic, 

The brother blindly (bed the brothers blood. 

The father ralhly Ilaughtered his owne ion. 

The fonne compeld,bcene butcher to the fire, 

AW this diuided Torke and Lancaster, 

Diuided in their dire diuifion. 

O now let Rtchmond&nd Elizabeth, 

The true fuccecders of each royall houfe. 

By Gods faire ordinance cOTiOyne'ogKfeer, 

ird le. tby Keires (God .1 b h '$. oe ace 

Fnrich the time tocomewith lmooth*fac t peace, 
mb fotog plentie.andfaire proiperous dates, 
i^bate the edge of Traitors gracious Lord, 

S^*^^^** ° fNou<1 ' 

Vh« rX'"«erf“r wSd rtetoe land, peace. 

±SSSi&aSSSS 

FINIS. 
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